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the curse of. being born different!’ 





TT LIVE! 
‘it was like a cancer inside, 
killing me and everything | loved’ 





MY LOVE AFFAIR WITH 
HERB JEFFRIES 














7 : 5 ONLY 


Nkrumah, Prime Minister of 
Ghana, meets Vice Pres. Nixon 
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JET’S World-Wide Coverage Brings You the Latest 
News In... 
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EXCLUSIVE FEATURES 
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Ticker Tape, U.S. A. 
Weekly Radio and TV Guide 


Ernie Banks, most valuable 


player in majors, hits again NEW Subscribers Only 
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Brainy teen, Lorna Lacen, injects 


hormones in mouse in science ex- THIS OFFER GOOD IN THE U.S.A. ONLY 


periment. 

















3 STYLES 
IN ONE! 


MAGIC 
3 WAY 
COLLAR! 


FANTABULOUS 
VALUE! 


#2219 TRIPLE TREAT 
Want to add to your store of 
mystery, girls? Slip into this 
checked cutie with the secret 
collars! Adjusts to Mandarin, 
Peter Pan, or Johnny style. 
Arnel and Cotton —drips dry 
in a wink. Red, royal, green, 
brown checks ali with biack 
Sizes 8 to 16. $9.98 


#2107 = LACE LURE 
rederick’s famous pencil strap 
sheath is more sensational than 
ever in clinging Nylon lace over 
rayon taffeta. Side slit adds 
leg appeal. Black, White, Red, 
Aqua. Sizes 7 to 17 and oe 18. 


G #2102 MERMAIO DATE 

You're sheathed in acetate- 
taffeta that snug fits to mer- 
maid flounce, then fiares giam- 
ourously. V neck rides rim of 
the shoulders then piunges to 
bust separation. Black. Rose. 
Turquoise. Sizes 7 to 15, 10 
to 20 $10.98 


#96 UP AND OUT 
Nylon crepe for young, pointed 
uplift. Stitched cups give 
young, firm lines to sagging 
breasts. Perfect bra under 
snug dresses or sweaters. in 
Black of Gardenia White. Low- 
priced. Sizes 32 to 38, B; 34 
to 40, C-cup $3.50 


23423 ~HOUR GLASS 
Cinch your waist and round out 
your hips (secret padding cour- 
tesy you and Frederick's) and 
trim your tummy - till you look 
your loveliest. This nylon 
power net'li do it! White, 
Black. Waist Sizes 24 to 32 
inches. $9.95 


#3069 FOUR INCHER! 
That's right! This 82” rayon- 
satin waist cincher will shave 
4” from your middie. Lightly 
boned throughout. Side hook 
ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
for garters. White. Sizes 24” 
to 32” waist. A steal at this 
low price $3.50 


22439 BEAU PEEP 
Add dramatic interest to your 
evening. Orion and wool jersey 
clings like cloth should, too! 
Biack, Red, Royal. Sizes 10 to 
20 $24 


O 553 STUNNED! 

Shimmering acetate taffeta 
makes a stunning sheath 
You're glamorous shoestring 
straps bare back and shoul- 
ders. Fishtail flounce gives 
interesting contrast to the 
sheath lines. Sensationally low 
priced. Black, Red or Pacific 
Blue. Sizes 7 to 15. $12.98 


2433 PREMIERE 
First in fashion first in figure 
flattery: that’s this tiny waisted 
wonder. Pepium accents waist, 
plunge neck hints at you-know- 
what. Rich rayon and acetate 
faille. Black, Red, Teal Biue 
Sizes 8 to 20. $17.98 


322422 «SKIN DIVER 
All wool, skin-snuggling sheath, 
a flattery sensation! Double 
breasted design dramatizes 
you too. Fabulously priced 
Black, Red, Surf Green, Ginger 
Spice, Porcelain Blue. Sizes 8 
to 16. $13.98 


a #2515 DATE MAKER 
100% wool jersey sheath. Your 
curves are captured in a classic 
design that changes appear- 
ance with a change of jewelry, 
scarf or other trim. Rump lined 
to keep its shape and flatter 
yours. Red, Black or Biue. Sizes 
10 to 18 $12.98 
Jumor sizes 7 to 15 
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ASK ABOUT FREDERICK'S 
REVOLVING CREDIT CLUB 
TIME PAYMENT PLAN 


PADDED 
HIP 
& SEAT 
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#3387 «THE LIVING END 





iM) 22172 «ON STAGE 

Take the plunge to glamour 
front and back — in this beau- 
tifier from Hollywood! Nylon 
and Acetate Matte Jersey just 
barely covers - conceals noth- 
ing. Black, White, Turquoise 
Sizes 8 to 20. $17.98 


0 #2047 CLINGING VINE 
Scooped neck glamour in 
softest, clinging Arnel jersey 
Hundreds of permanent, tiny 
pleats. Huge Cavalier sleeves 
Matched contour belt, elast: 
cized waist. A perfect traveler 
washes and drip dries in a 
wink. Coral, Blue, Black or 
White. Sizes 8 to 18. $12.98 


Creates a waistline! Foam rub- 
ber padded power fiex pantie 
girdie with knitted rayon ace 

tate. Add flattering curves that 
mask a heavy oo Removabdie 
garters. White, 

Waist Sizes 22 inch 

to 30 inch $8.95 


223277 =TWO-TIMER 
Another Frederick's ‘‘first!"’ 
The answer to hundreds of 
requests. Miracle under-an- 
ounce foam rubber pads fit 
into miraculously shaped 
pockets on hip and derriere 
Feels real. Knitted nylon Pow- 
erfiex. Black or White. Waist 
sizes 22 in. to Win. $12.95 


Frederick's revolutionizes the 
girdie with this sensational 
idea! B-A-R-E T-H-E-R-E! 
gives fiattest of tummies and 
yet pushes up the “‘living end” 
for that feminine natural look! 
Grand for sportswear and 
sheaths. White. Sizes 23 to 30 
inch waist $9.95 


#3915 CURVALATOR 
Not a girdie not a pantie! 
Spectal add-a-fanny helper 
Holds secure with wondertuily 
designed elastic straps. Mira 
cle poly foam covered with 
Nylon Jersey. Four detachable 
long garters. Pink, White. Waist 
sizes 23, 24, 25, 26, 27. 28 
$5.95 
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can use more money. No ex- 
perience needed. Show latest styles in 
Men’sandWomen’s Made-to-Measure 


Suits and Coats to friends, neighbors, ke HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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I’ll show you how to get your own personal 
Made-to-Measure Suit, in the'style, fabric 
of your choice, witheut paying a penny! 
FREE KiT! Send no money. Mail 

@ Coupon for big Valu- 
able Tailoring Kit, jam-packed with over 
100 Actual Sample Fabrics, big last - min- 
ute Style Display, all Money-Making Plans 
and Equipment, plus Suit Offer—so you 
can start making good ~ ee very first 
day. Rush coupon 
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532 S. Threop Street - Chicago 7, iMinels 
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Cover Photo of Eloise Lee 
By Louie Robinson 
TAN’s January cover girl is 20- 


year-old Eloise Lee, a Chicago, Ill., 
sales clerk and photographer’s 
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EDITOR 


That ‘Other Woman’ 

I can’t thank you enough for your article, 
“Are You The Other Woman?” in the Novem- 
ber issue of TAN Magazine. It has helped me 
to see that I’ve been wrong in so many ways. 
Please do not print my name, but I wanted 
you to know that you’ve saved me a lot of 
heartache, and probably saved my marriage as 
well. 

I always read your magazine, and now I’m 
more than ever grateful. Thank you. 

Mrs. X 


I’ve been a reader of TAN Magazine for a | 


long time, but I sure don’t agree with your 
article, “Are You The Other Woman?” in the 
November issue, saying that the wife is the 
other woman. What are you trying to do, 
whitewash all the husbands who play around? 
You are just giving them excuses and alibis 
and they have enough of those already. Please 
don’t print any more stories like this. 

Mrs. Anna Lee 

Durham, N. C. 


Thanks for your article, “Are You The Other 
Woman?” in November Tan. I’m glad to see 
somebody give the husband a break. We get 
hung for nothing, mostly, so you feel like, 
what the heck? 

My wife read this, and hasn’t said anything 
since. Maybe it'll help some other guys, too. 


Ec 
Chicago, III. 


Jury Verdicts 

I enjoyed all the stories in the October issue 
of TAN, especially “Marriage Trap.” Guys 
like Russell, who think they’re better than girls 
like Pearline, usually find out they’re not worth 
their little finger. I don’t blame her for not 
wanting to marry him. Who did he think he 
was anyway? She certainly proved to be the 

better person in the end. 
Ella Pearson 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Just a thank you for the nice write-up on 
the one and only “great” Sarah Vaughn, in 
your “On The Records” column in the Novem- 
ber issue of Tan. This review is a guide to 
good buying, so keep up the good work. 

Jimmy Taylor 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


T just finished reading my first issue of Tan 
Magazine, and I must say I enjoyed it very 
much and can’t wait for the next one. I liked 
the story, “Teen-Age Hellcat,” because I know 
someone who had the same problem, and I 
wanted to see what happened to the girl in 
the story. I am looking forward to the next 
issue and more good stories. 

Lois Tanner 
Richmond, Va. 




















BR owder 


|& for feminine hygiene 


Massengill Powder is used for feminine hygiene 
by women everywhere. It assures you of personal 
daintiness. 


Its ‘“‘clean”’ refreshing fragrance makes you con- 
fident you will not offend. Unlike ‘“‘home-made”’ 
preparations, it is effective for many hours. 


Solutions of Massengill Powder are easy to pre- 


pare. Cleansing, soothing, non-staining. Recom- 
mended by doctors and used in hospitals. 


Use Massengill Powder—and be sure. 


eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeseeeeseeeeeee 
THE S. E. MASSENGILL COMPANY, Bristol, Tennessee 


Please send me (in a plain package) free samples of Massengill Powder. 
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I am a reader of TAN Magazine and would 
be very interested in becoming a member of 
your Pen Pals column. I am 18 years old, have 
black hair, brown eyes and medium brown 
complexion. I like to write, read, and listen to 
rock and roll music. 

[ would like to correspond with boys and 
girls from the ages of 18 to 26. I promise to 


answer all letters. 
Bettye McPhail 
Route 4, Box 762 
Marshall 4, Tex. 
[ have been a reader of your wonderful mag- 
azine for the past two years, and I think it is 
rated among the best that I’ve read. I'd ap- 
preciate it very much if you publish my name 
in the Pen Pal section of your magazine. 
| am 23 years of age, born in Detroit, Mich- 
igan. | like classical music, and some rock and 
roll. I would like to correspond with girls be- 
tween the ages of 17 and 25 years, no matter 
of race or religion. I will also exchange photos. 
[ promise to answer all letters. I am 62” 
tall, have partially red hair, and at the present 
time I am serving a tour of duty with the 
United States Air Force, so let’s get those let- 
ters in the mail and see if we can’t strike upon 
something in common. 
A/2C Charles Howard 
CMR, Box 10471 
Wright Patterson AFB, Ohio 


[ am an ardent reader of Tan, and would 


like very much to join your Pen Pal club. I 
am 16 years old, and a junior in high school. 
[ have many friends, but would like to have 
new ones. | promise to answer all letters re- 
gardless of race or sex. My main hobbies are 
writing letters, collecting pictures, reading and 


Will exchange photos. 

Shirley Jackson 
Route 1, Box 121 
Bell City, Mo. 
I have been a regular reader of TAN ever 
since I have been in the U.S.A. and now I 
would truly appreciate it if you would publish 

this letter in your Pen Pals section. 
I am 34 years of age, 5'6” tall, 148 lbs., 
brown skin. I am from West Africa, of African 
and Hindu parentage. I am a hard working 


dance ing 


man, do not drink nor gamble. I would like to 
correspond with young ladies from 17 to 30, no 
taller than 4’5” to 5’, of any race. Will answer 
all letters and exchange photos. I like baseball, 
TV and dancing. 


James R. Dunn 

307 Reid Ave. 

Brooklyn 33, N. Y. 

| enjoy reading Tan Magazine and think 

loing a good job. I would like it very 

much for my name to appear in the Pen Pal 

columns. | am 15 years old, weigh 125 lbs., 

5’3” tall, have a tan complexion. My hobbies 

are collecting old rock and roll records and 

listening to new ones, dancing, reading letters 

and writing them. 

[ will answer all letters and exchange 

Nationality does not matter. Please 
girls write me. 


you are 


photos 
boys and 
Loretta J. Oliver 
1518 Kingman Place, N.W. 
Washington 5, D. C. 
Will you please enter my name in your Pen 


6 





PHN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Pal column? I am 21 years old, 6’ tall, weigh 
185 lbs. At present I am enrolled at Reedley 
College, and a member of the Varsity football 
team. 

I will answer all letters. 

Robert C. Robinson 
College Dorms 
Reedley, Calif. 

I enjoy reading TAN Magazine, and would 
appreciate it very much if you would publish 
my name in your Pen Pals column. I would 
like to correspond with boys and girls of all 
ages. 

I am 19 years old, 5’4”, 115 lbs. and have 
black hair and brown eyes. 

I will answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Rosemary Wingate 
119 Owen Street, #7 
Detroit 2, Mich. 

I have been a TAN reader for quite some 
time now, and would like to become one of 
your Pen Pals. I am a Negro, brown com- 
plexion, am 20 years of age. My height is 
5/844”, weight 145 lbs. All my friends say | 
am rather good looking. 

I would love to hear from girls all over the 
world between the ages of 17 to 22. My hob- 
bies are writing, singing, going to the movies. 
In sports, I play basketball, football, and swim. 
I promise to answer all letters and exchange 
pictures. 

Thank you and keep up the good works. 

ncelot Daniel 

39 Upper Bournes Road 
St. James, Trinidad 
West Indies 

I am a frequent reader of TAN Magazine, 
and like it very much. I’d like to have my 
name published in your Pen Pal columns, and 
to correspond with boys between the ages of 
16 to 20. 

I am of light brown complexion, black hair 
and eyes. I weigh 126 lbs., am 5/5” tall, 16 
years old. I like all sports, music, dancing and 
the movies. I will promptly answer all letters 
and exchange photos. 

Gina Marie Bailey 
104 Scott St. 
Glasgow, Ky. 

I was very much impressed by my first copy 
of Tan, and would like to have my name in- 
cluded in the Pen Pal columns. 

I am a Ghanaian, residing in Accra, the 
capital of Ghana. I am 19 years old, 5’9” tall. 
My hobbies are reading, movies, and I do like 
all sorts of music. I am hoping to become a 
radio repairman in future, for which I am now 
studying. 

I would like to correspond with both sexes 
throughout the world, especially the United 
States. Race doesn’t matter. I will answer all 
letters. 

Isaac Tetteh 
P.O. Box X62 

Jamestown 
Accra, Ghana 

I am a regular reader of TAN Mazagine and 
would appreciate it if you would publish my 
name in your Pen Pal column. I am 22 years 
old, 5’5” tall, 122 Ibs. I have light brown com- 
plexion and dark brown eyes. I like music, 
reading, writing and dancing. 


I would like to correspond with young people 

from the ages of 23 to 35, regardless of race. 

Lois Malone 

238 West 12th St. 

Indianapolis, Ind. 

I am a very lonely Marine stationed on Oki- 

nawa. | have been here for quite some time. 

I very seldom receive any mail from the States, 

and would like to have my name entered in 

your Pen Pal section. I am a constant reader 
of your wonderful magazine. 

I would like to correspond with young ladies 

from the ages of 17 to 21. 

Pfc Alonzo Lee, 1623969 

D Co., Ist Bn, 3rd Marines 

3rd Marine Division FMF 

Yo FPO 

San Francisco, Calif. 

For several months I’ve been reading your 

magazine, TAN and find it the most interest- 

ing. I would like to become a member of your 

Pen Pal club. I’d like to correspond with boys 
and girls all over the world. 

I’m 21 years old, 5’4”, 112 lbs. I have black 

hair and brown eyes. My hobbies are sewing, 


reading and others. 
Eloise H. Wilson 


1420 Floyd St. 
Petersburg, Va. 

I am a sixteen-year-old Negro, 5’9”, 138 Ibs., 
with light brown complexion, and medium 
brown hair. 

I would enjoy very much corresponding with 
both female and male persons of the United 
States and other countries, regardless of race, 
or nationality. I will answer all letters prompt- 
ly and would like to exchange photos. I’m a 
lover of all sports, especially swimming and 
tennis. I like to sketch and paint, and enjoy 
popular and classical music. 

Harry E. Bronson 
1825 S. Sawyer Ave. 
Chicago 23, Ill. 

I read your publication every month, and 
enjoy it the most. I would consider it a thrill 
to have my name appear in your Pen Pal sec- 
tion. I am 20 years old, 5’7” tall, weigh 135 
lbs. I have brown eyes, black hair, and tan 
complexion. 

My hobbies are sewing, cooking, typing and 
letter writing. I am attending business school 
at the present time. I am very lonely. Please 
become a Pen Pal with me. I will answer all 
letters immediately. 

Dorothy Dubose 
221 Burrows St. #1131 
Pittsburgh 13, Pa. 

As an ardent reader of your wonderful mag- 
azine, | have seen many names in your Pen 
Pal section. I would like to be included in it. 

I am 18 years old, like sports and participate 
in many. I also enjoy reading. I am 6’ tall, 
and weigh 175 lbs. I’m medium brown with 
curly black hair and brown eyes. I would like 
to hear from either boys or girls, but I would 
prefer girls from 14 to 17. Please send your 
photos and I will do likewise. 

I hope you will publish my letter soon. 
Thanks a lot. 

Mike Cartwright 
Route #2 
Bucyrus, Ohio 
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By Eve Lynne 


I am 15 years old, and in love with a 
married man. 
steady with him, but I have been slyly 
I love him, but not as 


I haven’t been going 


seeing him. 
much as usual, and he seems to care for 
me. He is 26 years old. I fell in love 
with him, but at the time I didn’t know 
he was married. I had loved him for a 
year before he actually knew it. 


During the next year, I found he was 
married. I’m very uncomfortable now. 
I have tried very hard to forget him, 
but I can’t seem to completely do it. 

Eve, I need your help very much. 


Miss Uncomfortable 


Dear Miss Uncomfortable: 

Yowre lucky you only feel uncom- 
fortable—get out before the pinch is 
even worse. With all of your young life 
stretching ahead of you, you don’t want 
to ruin your chances with an impossible 
situation. Stop seeing him immediately. 


Dear Eve: 

I’m 14 years old. Let’s call this boy 
I’m about to talk about, Mr. N. I went 
with him for a year and a half. We love 
each other very much, but sometimes we 
did not get along. But now he goes 
with someone else, but he still comes 
back and makes love to me. 

I told him I wanted all of him, not 
half of him. Mr. N. told me I should be 
happy with what I have, and he would 
come back when he breaks up with his 
girl friend. He said I should stay free 
until then. But I did not stay free, and 
when he found out, he walked out of the 


house, and has not come back. Was I 
a fool? Will he come back? 
Confused 


Dear Confused: 

If you are willing to accept these 
terms of his, you’re not in love, you’re 
addicted, same as any other narcotic that 
makes you a glutton for punishment. 
And 14 is a little young for that! You'd 
better hope he doesn’t come back, and 
take this opportunity to kick the habit. 


Dear Eve: 

I’m 21 years old. I’ve been married 
four months, and I love my husband 
very much. But I found out today that 
he’s still in love with the girl in his life 
just before me. He didn’t have to marry 
me. Tell me what should I do. 

R. M.S. 
Dear R. M. S.: 

Just exactly what you’ve been doing 
all along. So, a little incident has re- 
minded you that your husband knew a 
WOMAN, or some WOMEN, before 
you? He married you, didn’t he? Trust 
him, love him, and don’t let some trivial 
thing build into a barrier that could ruin 
your marriage. 

























gist has them in boxes of 


Same reliable product 
—new gold and 
white package! ,. 
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VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


. Soe 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 


Now! Easier, Avner forotection fou 
most (ntimale manniage problema. 


1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are safer and surer than ever! 
A highly perfected new formula releases antiseptic and germicidal 
ingredients right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at 
body temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant protection! Norforms were tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effective than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms are deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
embarrassing odors, yet have no “‘medicine” 


or “disinfectant” odor 


4 themselves. 
.. 3. Convenience! These small vaginal suppositories are so easy 
| and convenient to use. Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 


uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your drug- 


12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


Tre informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-01 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms 
booklet, in a plain envelope. 
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Street 
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It’s easy for any man or wom- 
an to sell famous, nationally 
advertised Keystone Cosmet- 
ics—spare time or full time. 
Make quick money—up to $50 
a day! Send today for Key- 
stone’s Free Display Case Of- 
fer with its complete line 
of beautifully packaged 
hair products « powders 
* make-up « fra- 
grances * creams ° lo- 
tions ¢ deodorants «¢ 
men’s preparations. Take orders 
from friends, neighbors, relatives, 
members of your church. YOU 
NEED NO EXPERIENCE. We 
show you how to sell, where to 
sell! SAY GOODBYE TO 
MONEY WORRIES! Be your own boss, work 
wn hours, have big money in your pocket 
> a new car, wear fine clothes. START 
TOWARD BETTER WAY OF LIFE—make 
I ey every day with fast-selling Keystone 
Cosmetics. Write today! Just send name and ad- 
s—get Keystone’s FREE DISPLAY CASE 
OFFER by return miail. A-20 


KEYSTONE’S 

FREE DISPLAY 
CASE 
OFFER 
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into DOLLARS! 


NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 


NORDYKE Music Publishers 


7001 YOU NEED 
3y MONEY? 











aaa Money to get the things 
*ve always wanted. Be our 
Agent for V Valmorand 
ets. Fast Sellers—Face Powder, BeautyCreams, 
z, Perfumes, Seckes | gy and — No 


n ded. FullorS possibl 
a day. WRITE NOW W for r BIG P MONEY MAKING 


Agents’ SAMPLE CASE O R PRODUCTS Co.. 
2451 So Michigan Ave., "hae E- 203, Chicage 16, ti. 
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QUICK “DOUBLE ACTION 
With Bernel’ s Hair Cream 


aded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
ING OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won- 
i, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 
Jaily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
IER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
which is often the main attrac- 
women with long lustrous hair. 
BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
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MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON'S COSMETICS dept. 1-4 


Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. 














Babs Gonzales 


OHNNY NASH, singing star of the 
Arthur Godfrey TV and radio shows 
and acting lead in the motion picture 
Take A Giant Step, will soon take off on 
his initial tour of the British Isles. He is 
being sponsored by England’s Duke of 
Bedford, who has passed the word 
around among his society friends what 
a great talent young Nash has. 


Archie Moore, in Hollywood for 
shooting on Huckleberry Finn, his first 
movie role, spent most of his spare time 
visiting his brother-in-law Sidney Poitier 
on the set of All The Young Men. Old 
Arch’s main reason for these frequent 
visits was to size up heavyweight champ 
Ingemar Johansson, who is making his 
screen bow in the same picture. 


Now that he has made his concert 
debut at Carnegie Hall,'the New York 
Telephone Company would like for 
Erroll Garner to autograph the Man- 
hattan phone book he’s been toting 
around the globe (he uses it to sit on) 
and return it to them for their library of 
historical souvenirs. They'll give him a 
brand new one in return. 


Sugar Ray Robinson, who is an ex- 
pert drummer, has been getting his kicks 
playing drums for singer Buddy Rich at 
a New York night club. Buddy used to be 
quite a drummer himself until he gave it 
up for the more restful business of 


singing. 


Cute singer Diahann Carroll substi- 


Diahann Carroll 





Dolph Prince 


tuted two nights for Sammy Davis Jr. 
during a recent engagement at Harlem’s 
Apollo Theatre. Sammy was off observ- 
ing the Jewish holiday Yom Kippur. 


Not that it’s anything really per- 
sonal, but Dizzy Gillespie, who with his 
horn has been Ambassador-at-large 
around quite a few countries, won’t be 
returning to Sweden any time soon. His 
last scheduled concert there had to be 
cancelled because not a single person 
bought a ticket. Jazz fans have simmered 
down to a cool spell. 


Dinah Washington, on a busman’s 
holiday, made the rounds of the jazz 
joints recently with her new husband, 
Rusty Maillard. But no one recognized 
the “Queen”—she wasn’t wearing her 
now famous platinum blond wig. 


Maybe it’s only the whim of a mo- 
ment, but last we heard, Catherine (Mrs. 
Count) Basie had gone platinum blond. 
Her friends didn’t recognize her either. 


Now that it seems fashionable for 
movie stars to make records, managers 
for Billy Dee Williams (he’s the 22-year- 
old star of the Paul Muni picture The 
Last Angry Man) have been huddling 
with a recording company trying to get 
their protege an album date. When some- 
one remarked they didn’t know Billy was 
a singer, the ambitious manager ex- 
plained Billy doesn’t know it yet either. 


The pretty (Continued on Page 67 ) 
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«helps get rid of the colds they have 


mily needs Scotts Emulsion 
...the cod liver oil tonic 


‘ P 





* builds them up against new ones 


Remember, way back, when you 
and most everyone took cod liver 
oil? Mother was sure it was one 
of the best ways to build you up 
and fight off colds. How right she 
was! Now... your whole family 
can get these same cod liver oil 
benefits, without the old taste. Take 
new Scott’s Emulsion to winterize 
your body against colds. 

New Scott’s Emulsion is rich 
in cod liver oil, one of the finest 
sources of the natural A and D 


vitamins you need to fight off the 
cold you have now—and to pro- 
tect you from catching new ones. 
And Scott’s Emulsion, fortified 
with calcium, is homogenized, so 
its full benefits start to work 
right away. 

So, if colds seem to drag your 
family down all winter . . . it’s time 
to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, the 
cod liver oil tonic for colds, at 
your drug counter daily. 


= Now in two forms 






Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 


L e 
Scotts Emulsion... specially made to winterize your body against colds ! 
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A. beautiful entertai 
tells why she braved 


social scorn to marry 1 
the man she loved 





“Lee 
= = 


“That’s ‘Daddy’ slipping the ring on my finger last May in San Francisco. I became Mrs. Herbert 
Ball, that’s ‘Daddy’s’ real name. My real name was Annie Banks, then I had it legally changed. 
‘Daddy’ and I were very nervous that day, but we were also very happy and very much in love.” 


Y MOTHER NEVER talked 
against Negroes down home 
in Eastman, Ga. In fact, she never 
discussed them. She was just al- 
ways afraid of them. She would 
lock the door if she saw them com- 
ing down the street. She thought 
of them as criminals. 


Yet against this background I 
have had a wonderful love affair 
going on with a man who happens 
to be a Negro ever since the first 
time I laid eyes on him, and on 
the day I promised to love, honor, 
cherish and obey him ’til death, I 
knew it would go on for a lifetime. 


Still it has not been an easy 
thing to do. Friends with their 
dire predictions that “an inter- 
racial marriage can not work” 
almost derailed our romance, but 
that was long ago and today we 
walk heads high, strong and proud 
in the security of our love. 
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“Hundreds came to stare at us at City Hall, but that didn’t 
bother Daddy—nothing ever does. I can depend on him be- 
cause he can do anything, and because he loves me.” 





: ses? ae €: A - cree oes Se 
“Daddy and I were both playing the same club in San Francisco 
at the time we were married. He closed the show because I feel 


that he comes first in everything. We honeymooned in Europe.” 
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T HOSE WHO STILL can’t under- 
stand why I married Herb Jeffries 
t don’t know him or me for that mat- 


1 a way I believe I was predestined 
be his woman. On the very first day I 
ed in California, I went riding with 
friends. One of them pointed to a 
e and said: “Herb Jeffries lives 
’ He was the first celebrity I heard 
Hollywood. I later heard some of 
records and thought him a great 
t, but meeting him never crossed my 
I had seen pictures of him and 
ight of him as handsome. But I was 
» meet a Negro man on a social 
The only Negroes I had talked to 
waiters, stage hands or the per- 
rs of some menial task. 


his, however, was not because I came 
m a high-class family. On the con- 
my family was very poor. But 
lown in the little Georgia town where I 
from, Negroes and whites just 

t associate. I was the oldest of six 
hers and sisters and I quit school in 
ghth grade because | had to work 
port my family. At 15, I married 
ear-old soldier to get away from 

n home and a stepfather who was ter- 
mean. The marriage was annulled 
lay. I realized I didn’t know what 
loing. I was afraid to be married. 
ked for awhile in a five- and ten- 
store. Then, at 17, I married a 


3% 






I’m only preparing to serve ‘Daddy’ a cup of coffee, 
e likes my cooking, though. I like my kitchen, too. It’s 
ted from our large living room by a breakfast counter.” 


paratrooper. That marriage lasted three 
whole weeks. 

Like many attractive girls (1 am five 
foot, six inches, weigh 119 pounds and 
have measurements: 40-bust, 22-waist 
and 34-hips), I set out for Hollywood 
in the hopes of becoming a movie star. 
Then I found out it just wasn’t that easy. 
You had to know the right people and 
this Georgia girl didn’t know any. I 
only had so much money; it dwindled 
fast. So I took a job as a car-hop at a 
drive-in. Later, I was a sales girl in a 
jewelry shop. 

It was there that Lillian Hunt, a bur- 
lesque theatrical producer, spotted me. 
She talked me into rehearsals and I 
stayed on in the chorus line at $40 per 
week. It was 1951 and I was all of 18 


There were people who talked against our 


marriage, of course. And for a while they 


even had me believing it was all hopeless 





and the world was filled with light. 
Three weeks later I was featured as an 
exotic. Salary: $60 per, and I thought 
I was really getting to the top. 

Six months later, columnist Dick Wil- 
liams of the Los Angeles Mirror and 
other of the town’s newspaper columnists 
decided to give the girl with the largest 
bosom the “Micky Award.” My 40-inch 
bust won going away. It was the first 
publicity break for me and from then 
on I have never looked back. 

In 1953, I tried marriage again. He 
was in show business too. An emcee, he 
was. We were apart quite a bit and I 
wasn’t really in love with him. We di- 















vorced five years ago. 

By the time I met Herb Jeffries in 
January 1958, I had accomplished much 
of what I had set out to do: Get to th 
top. My body was insured for a million 
dollars and a $100,000 signed contract 
for the next ten years assured me I would 
make that much. I bought a $50,000 
home in Beverly Hills and had become 
ene of the top 10 Burlesque Queens, 

But I was lonely. I plunged headlong 
into my work, trying to lose the loneli- 
ness. I studied, read, crammed up on all 
the choreography and even the biog. 
raphies of seemingly all the ballerina 
prima donnas who danced in all the 
courts in all the countries through all 
times. But I couldn’t fool myself. I can 
think of nothing so terrifying as raw, 
naked loneliness. Yes, there were always 
men available—the stage door Johnnies 
with too much to drink, the leering | 
lecherous types that I’ve had to fight off 
ever since I was 12. All my life there 
have been those to tell me how pretty I 
was, but those I married somehow never 
quite made life a pretty thing for me, 
And yet a man was missing from my 
life. 

I found him the day singer Bobby 
Lucas brought Herb Jeffries to a cocktail 
party I was giving in my home. He was 
a nice person, a warm person, very hand- 
some, very intelligent. It was a love at 
first sight. He asked me if I would call 
him the next day. I said yes. It grew 
from there on. 

“Daddy”—which is my pet name for 
Herb—was the one man in all my life 
in all the world who said things that I 
did not and do not question, the first 
man I could believe. And when he told 
me how beautiful I was, for one of the 
few times in my life I felt beautiful. 




































































“Daddy is very enthusiastic about the film script he wrote for 
King Of The Hill, and here he is reciting the lines of Exodus, the 
King’s faithful servant. It’s a beautiful story.” 
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ve at 
d call “After our marriage in San Francisco, we went back to our home in Beverly Hills, then took off for the French Riviera. Our home 
grew is very comfortable and sits high on a hill. Our front room is window-enclosed and Los Angeles, with all of its winking lights, is 
spread out below us. The house sticks out over a bluff, so we have no yard to grow flowers. Still, it’s a lovely home for two.” 
e for 
y life When I was in his company, | felt that us. He was a white man in whose com- _ say because well meaning friends began 
hat | all that was not understood was under- pany I appeared to be in. “Daddy” talking to me, talking us apart. “You 
first stood. didn’t like it that way, but he did it out can’t marry a Negro,” they’d say, or 
- told But when “Daddy” and I went out to- of consideration for me and my career. “It'll ruin your career.” They twisted 
f the gether, unless it was an out of the way I saw what was happening to us. We my mind, told me I would never have 
tiful. place, there was always a third man with had become nearly one. Nearly one | (Continued on Page 82 | 









‘a 
| “i 





= > c — 
i a _— 
‘ —- 





> for “I don’t play chess well at all, but I'm willing to learn anything “Sometimes he sings to me, accompanying himself on the 
s, the that interests ‘Daddy.’ I make mistakes, even when he deliberately piano, and other times he just putters around, then comes 
Sets up a winning situation for me, but I try hard to play well.” up with a beautiful song. But anything he does has my O. K.” 
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(nd you, too, can have a glamorous 
( plexion! Just start using Black 
und White Bleaching Cream as directed 
| see your skin get a lighter, brighter, 

r look. 

[ts bleaching action works effectively 
le your skin. Modern science knows 
faster way of lightening skin. Be 

to start using Black and White 
eaching Cream this very day. 





, hs : Get Black 
‘ a and White 
\ pam *\\' | Bleaching 
E \ mm Cream at 
Ey REA | all drug 
i BLEACHING ea counters 

ae ey) (4334, 65¢. 
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Do You Make These 
Mistakes in English? 


\ ANY PERSONS say ‘between you and I’’ instead 
vi f “between you and me’’—or use ‘‘who”’ for 
Every time you speak or write you show 
yu ar Mistakes in English reveal lack of edu- 
efinement. Real command of English will help 

any goal. 
) minutes a day with Sherwin Cody’s famous 
and you can actually SEE your English 
It teaches by HABIT—makes it easier to 
the right way. Wonderful self-correcting les- 
ck of language power may be costing you 
s of dollars every year. FREE BOOK. See 
what Mr. Cody’s method can do for you; it costs noth- 
ing to find out. Write now for free 


book, *‘How You Can Master 
Tete) 4 






English in 15 Minutes a Day.’’ Sher- 
win Cody Course in English, 2291 
Central Drive, Port Washington, N. Y. 
(No salesman will call.) 


TRICK DICE 


FOR ENTERTAINMENT ONLY 
SPECIAL DICE -GUARANTEED QUALITY 
MISSOUTS, Fast working Flots . 
PASSERS, Stronger Thon Ever . 
TOPS & BOTTOMS, Even Points . . 
TOPS, All Points (4 to 11) .... 
DOOR POPS, 7 or 11 Every Roll . 
FAIR DICE TO MATCH....... 
FULL SET, Six Above Pairs, $5.00 
Order now. $1 deposit required, Balance C.O.D. 
or enclose cash and we pay the postage. 
Send for FREE — New, Handy POCKET BLUE BOOK 


NATIONAL GAME SUPPLY 
P.O. BOX 354 + NEWPORT BEACH, CALIFORNIA 
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i ww BIRTH OF A BAND!/Quincy Jones (Mercury): This birth of a band album 
perhaps also marks the birth of Quincy Jones as a big band leader. And this is 
indeed big band music: smooth, modern and highly listenable. 

The works of Mr. Jones as bandleader and composer draws praise from no lesser 
a musical light than one William Basie, who has had some experience of his own 
in the band business. Wrote the Count of this Jones boy: “He writes with a lot of 
soul and he always tells a story. There’s a beginning and an ending to what he does, 
not just notes for their own sake . . . Quincy’s writing leaves a lot of room 
for the soloists and that’s important. He leads them right down the right avenue, 
sets a door open for them, and all they have to do is come right in. What makes 
him such a good arranger besides is that his scores are just right for swinging. If 
a band can swing at all, Quincy puts it right there for you. He relaxes you right 
off. He just lays it in your lap. 

What Quincy has laid in listeners’ laps is a cross-section of the type of music 
his band will play at jazz concerts and proms across the country. A rundown of 
the tunes includes: The Birth Of A Band, featuring saxophonist John (Zoot) Sims; 
Moanin’, with Clark Terry on flugelhorn; | Remember Clifford, with Terry on trum- 
pet; Along Came Betty, with Frank Wess on flute and Phil Woods on alto sax; 
Tickletoe, with trumpeters Clark Terry and Joe Newman and saxophonist Zoot 
Sims; Happy Faces and Whisper Not, featuring Sims, The Gypsy, with Phil Woods, 
and Woods again, along with Harry Edison’s muted trumpet on A Change Of Pace, 
and Tuxedo Junction, featuring Edison and Sam Taylor. 

Jones once said of his arranging: “I like to look on the orchestra as my personal 
instrument, the same as the soloist looks on his, and | like to improvise with it. | 
like to describe my feelings, my moods and my thoughts so that writing becomes 
the same as improvising a solo for me . . . the only way to write this feeling into 
a score is to let the head and the heart work together . . . All your feelings are able 
to flow freely. All your thoughts, too. In effect, you tell the truth about yourself 
. . » Jazz has always been a man telling the truth about himself.” 

This, then, is the truth about Quincy Jones. 
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y A P it’s Not Too Late... 

A Beautiful Gift Card Sent he Each Subscription. Make your friends happy all next year with 
your gift of Ebony. This popular family 
magazine will be delivered every month 
throughout 1960 as a reminder that you 
cared. You will get a real thrill sending 
America’s most popular Negro publication. 
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Do love and marriage go hand and hand, or is that 


elusive four-letter word no longer a necessity for 


modern-day wedded bliss’ Here are some answers 











IS LOVE 
REALLY — 
NECESSARY? 


'’ A MIDWESTERN CITY a few weeks ago, a pretty 

young girl in her late twenties came face to face with a 
problem. For the tenth time since she was in her teens, she 
was without a boy friend. And, for the tenth time she had 
used the shoulder of her friendly old first beau to cry on. He 
had been kindly and sympathetic as usual, never scolding, 
néver meddling; just listening and trying to be as comfort- 
ing as possible. 

Now the young girl began to wonder: was indeed Old 
Faithful the man for her? She had to admit he didn’t make 
her heart do the acrobatic dances many of her other fellows 
had. But didn’t she feel more comfortable with him? Didn’t 
she respect him more? Hadn’t she come to depend upon 
him? Didn’t she, in fact, admire him? But even all this 
couldn’t really be called love, could it? Indeed, though, was 
love even necessary in thinking of a lifetime mate? 

According to the best experts—married couples themselves 
—pre-marital love and post-marital love are two entirely 
different things. The pre-marital type, of course, is usually 
the moon-spoon-June affair glorified in song, movie and 
storybook. Post-marital love, on the other hand, embodies 
such dull-sounding but all-important words as companion- 
ship, understanding, considerateness, trust, mutual interests 
and a half-dozen others that flaming youth generally has no 
time to digest. 

To most young men and women, love is primarily a physi- 
cal thing. A boy and girl like each other’s looks, the touch 
of their hands, the tingle of a shared kiss, and the fun they 
have together. But after the wedding knot is securely tied, 
they are likely to find themselves more concerned with the 
traits in a mate’s makeup. 

A seasoned husband, for instance, is prone to be more in- 
terested in his wife’s ability to cook, to create a comfortable 
home for him and his children, and to conduct herself in a 
pleasant and creditable manner among his friends and busi- 
ness associates. If she also happens to look like Dorothy 


Dandridge, it is at best a pleasant coincidence. Furthermore, 
such a physical fact may, in reality, serve to create confusion 
and jealousy, for a beautiful woman, married or single, will 
attract predatory males, much to a husband’s dislike. 

A wife’s ideal of a husband may, likewise, differ consider- 
ably from her earlier conception of a lover. How ardently 
he kisses is likely to become of secondary importance to his 
income, his temperament, his social status, his gambling and 
drinking habits, if any, his conduct at the bridge table or 
club dance, and his general tidiness within the boundary of 
her freshly-cleaned living room. 

It is generally agreed, however, that love of some sort is 
needed—even vital—in marriage. As the English biologist 
and philosopher Julian Huxley succinctly put it: “Love is 
indispensable.” 

But under microscopic scrutiny or chemical analysis, the 
four-letter word “love” defies precise definition. Of the 
many descriptions offered, the poet Shelley seems to have 
come up with one of the best: “That profound and com- 
plicated sentiment which we call love is the universal thirst 
for a communion not merely of the senses, but of our whole 
nature, intellectual, imaginative and sensitive.” 

Shelley’s explanation, however, may or may not prove too 
illuminating for a pair of impatient young lovers poised on 
the brink of matrimony. Thus studies have been made in an 
effort to map a more clearly defined path to marital happi- 
ness. These studies show there are six major fields for consid- 
eration when the object is matrimony. The six: 1) sex rela- 
tions; 2) money matters; 3) social and entertainment ac- 
tivities; 4) relations with in-laws; 5) religion, and 6) mu- 
tual friends. 

If a couple can make sound adjustments in four of the 
six areas, a harmonious relationship is practically assured. 
A completely happy marriage would require agreement on 
all six, and failure to agree on at least three spells serious 
(Continued on Page 61 ) 
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trouble. 








This is a love story. It begins with tenderness and ends with tragedy. 


lt is the story of many girls you know. It could even be your very own 








--- JUST THIS ONCE! 


EVEREND THOMAS, OUR PASTOR, was late coming over to the church that 
morning, and as I made final plans for our social Friday evening, I was be- 
ginning to wonder if I shouldn’t call him. Just as I was getting ready to reach for 
the telephone, I heard loud voices out in the vestibule and, surprised, I hurried from 
the study to see who it could be. People didn’t talk like that in church, not even 
during the week. Well, I was surprised again, because it was Reverend Thomas 
himself. There was someone with him, a boy about my own age, and I’d never seen 
Reverend Thomas so happy and full of laughter. 

“Oh, there you are, my child,” he boomed out as they came toward me. “Jamey, 
this is the Margaret I’ve been telling you about. A pearl, a real pearl—just like her 
name.” 

“And Margaret,” he said to me, “this is my nephew, Jamey, here to visit me for 
awhile.” 

“TI can see why you say she’s a pearl, Uncle Jim,” the smiling young man said, in 
a voice and manner which | wasn’t used to at all. “Hi, Margaret, how are you?” 

“Hello, uh—Jamey,” I said, hesitantly. 

We stood there a moment, not saying anything, then Reverend Thomas said 
briskly, “Let’s go and see about that social, Margaret. Come along, Jamey boy.” 

We all went into the study then, and Reverend Thomas sat down at his desk, 
looking over the notices and lists I had ready for him. I tried to sneak a sidewise 
glance at Jamey, who was definitely not sneaking side-wise glances at me—he was 
quite open about it. 

I quickly looked at the floor, feeling self-conscious. I wished I knew the right 
things to say and do, but of course I didn’t. All the time I was in high school, I’d 
been so busy trying to take care of my father, who was a semi-invalid, that I hadn’t 
had time for boys. Too, I had always spent any time I did have in the church and 
that was why, when I finished school last year, it seemed only natural I’d start work- 
ing as clerk or sort of assistant to Reverend Thomas. Everybody said Dad was 
lucky to have someone like me. I really wasn’t all that extra special, though, and 
just did what had to be done. 

But, sitting there in the study, a few feet away from Reverend Thomas’ nephew, 
Jamey, I suddenly wished I hadn’t been such a goody-goody, and that I could at 
least speak to a boy casually. Reverend Thomas’ voice interrupted my thoughts. 

“You've done all the work for me as usual, Margaret,” he said, smiling. “Now, if 
you'll just contact these committees this afternoon, we'll be all ready for Friday.” 

“Yes, Reverend Thomas,” | said, barely whispering, and still not looking at Jamey. 

They stood up to go. 

“Are you going to the social, Margaret?” Jamey asked. 

Before I could answer, Reverend Thomas laughed and quickly said, “Oh, Mar- 
garet goes to all of them. We couldn’t do without her. Why, she practically belongs 
to the church.” 

The smile on my face faded away, and, once again, I felt that old familiar feeling 
people gave me, that I had wings and a halo. Reverend Thomas turned to go, beam- 
ing and not even realizing what he’d done. 

Jamey cleared his throat and said, “I’ll see you later, Margaret.” 

And he winked! Nobody had ever in my life winked at me, and I felt both happy 
and scared as tiny shivers ran all through me. 

“B-bye,” I managed to say to the retreating backs of pastor Thomas and Jamey. 

How long I stood there still in a daze, I don’t know. Finally, I shook my head 
angrily and, reproaching myself for acting like some silly school girl, went back to 

19 

















‘LET 
ME 
LOVE 
~JUST 
THIS 
ONCE!’ 


A girl gets tired of 
living with loneliness, 
tired of being an 
angel. Sometimes she 
Just wants to let go 
in the arms of a boy. 
The trouble is, 
sometimes it’s the 


wrong boy 


the desk to finish the arrangements for 


the social. To my dismay, I couldn’t 
seem to get myself organized, or get 
Jamey out of my mind. 

Finally, however, I finished everything 
Reverend Thomas told me to do, and 
hurried home, hoping Dad wouldn’t be 
worried. Dad was in his workshop, and 
smiled up at me from the wheelchair 
when I came in. 

“Of course I wasn’t worried,” he said, 
replying to my jumbled up explanation. 
“I knew you'd be here soon.” 

“Sure, Dad,” I said, smiling. 


He turned back to his work on a cab- 
inet drawer he was finishing. Ever since 
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his accident at the factory had left him 
crippled, Dad had been making beautiful 
hand-tooled furniture. This occupied his 
time, and the sale of the furniture to 
neighbors, friends and other townspeople 
added to the family income. Mother had 
died when I was much younger, and I’d 
sort of taken care of us, with relatives’ 
help, for a long time, now. 

Dad was always sensitive to my 
moods, so I wasn’t surprised when he 
said, still with his back turned toward 
me, “Anything special at church this 
morning? You seem very pleased about 
something.” 

“No, there wasn’t,” I said, trying to 
sound casual. “Oh, yes, I almost forgot. 
Reverend Thomas’ nephew, Jamey, was 
there with him.” 

“Jamey?” Dad said. “That must be 
Walter’s boy. He’s just about your age, 
or a bit older, isn’t he?” 

“Yes,” I answered. Then I said, turn- 
ing to go quickly before he could ask 
any more questions, “I'll go and start 
dinner now.” 


| ew THE NEXT two days, I tried to 

hide my excitement from Dad, and 
never once mentioned Jamey. It wasn’t 
exactly that Dad disapproved of boys, it 
was just that there hadn’t ever been any 
boy friends for me. I had only been a 
sophomore in high school at the terrible 
time of Dad’s accident, but I grew up 
over night, almost. I’d had too many 
responsibilities to ever be young. Also, 
Dad was so proud of my being “good,” 
and somehow or other he always made 
me feel that part of being good was not 
having anything to do with boys—at all, 
ever. So, I went around the house, 
guiltily hiding my thoughts of Jamey 
Thomas. 

Finally, it was Friday evening at 
seven, and time for the church social. 
Instead of the usual dark dress, I wore 
my very best—a yellow silk, for very 
special occasions. Dad looked surprised, 
but he didn’t say anything, only grunted. 
Reverend Thomas came by to take him, 
but I walked over earlier, since we lived 
so close. 

We always had the socials in the base- 
ment of the church. There were games, 
a long table loaded with refreshments, 
booths and a special area for the chil- 
dren. I was on the refreshments com- 
mittee, and also usually helped Mrs. 
Evans, the head of the Ladies Aid So- 
ciety. As more and more people began 


coming in, I looked and waited for 
Jamey to appear. Reverend Thomas 
lived right next door, so he sure didn’t 
have far to come. 

Don’t be silly, 1 told myself angrily, 
he won’t pay any attention to you if he 
does come. Yowre just the official 
church hostess and nothing else! 

Reverend Thomas stopped at the table 
where | was arranging the food. 

“Ah,” he said, smiling, “this looks 
good! You've done a lovely job, Mar- 
garet. But you always do.” 

“Thank you, Reverend Thomas,” | 
said. I know I didn’t ask the question, 
but I must have thought it awfully loud, 
because the next thing he said was: 

“I don’t know where that Jamey is. 
He promised to be here. Guess he'll 
come in soon.” 

With that, and an absent-minded reach 
for a cookie, Reverend Thomas was off 
to join another group. Many of the boys 
and girls my age, who belonged to the 
Young Adults Class, were coming in 
now, and I was kept busy at the refresh- 
ment tables. I took a plate over to Dad, 
who was enjoying the games and contests 
with Mr. Brown, a neighbor of ours. 
Dad was able to get about outside with 
crutches, and usually only used his spe- 
cial chair in the house. Nelson Brown, 
who lived two doors from us, was a good 
friend, and helped out wherever he 
could. 

I was so busy, in fact, I’d almost for- 
gotten Jamey, when a low voice beside 
me said, “I see they’ve got the right per- 
son in charge of all the goodies.” 

I turned quickly, almost dropping a 
pie, to face a smiling Jamey. 

“H-hello,” I said, blushing and feel- 
ing stupid, and wishing for the thou- 
sandth time that I knew the right things 
to say. “What’ll you have?” 

“Let’s see, now,” he said, looking over 
the tables, then back to me, “You, if 
you're on the menu.” 

I giggled. “I’m sure you'll like this 
lemon pie much better.” 

“Well, all right for now,” he said, still 
smiling. “but [ll see you later!” 

Other people were coming up to the 
table, so after I served his plate, Jamey 
left and joined the laughing group of 
young people. Irene Harvey, who had 
been in my graduating class at high 
school and was now a freshman at the 
local college, said something to him as 
he walked up. He laughed in reply, and 
joined in their games. Irene was pretty 
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The first love is the best love, 


when hearts are young and the 


world is green. But it’s also a 


time for mistakes—mistakes 


that end in heartbreak. But 


who can deny you that first love? 


and had always had lots of boy friends. 

As I watched them, rebellion slowly 
rose in me. Why did I always have to 
be the nice, quiet one who served? Why 
couldn’t I have fun like the others? I 
looked over at Dad, who was smiling 
proudly at me. The rebellion froze, 
faded away. Dad had so little, and it 
made him so happy that I was good and 
helpful. With a sigh, I went back into 
the kitchen to see if everything was in 
order. 

Finally the social was over, and there 
was only the straightening up to be done. 
Dad had gone home with Mr. Brown, 
and there were only Reverend Thomas, 
Mrs. Evans and me left. No one could 
imagine my surprise when we came up- 
stairs and there was Jamey! My heart 
jumped and thudded all around inside of 
me. 

“It’s such a lovely night, Miss Mar- 
garet. May I just walk along with you?” 
He bowed, then, half gravely, half mock- 
ingly. 

I was just standing there rooted to the 
spot, I guess, because Reverend Thomas 
boomed out, “Run along, children. And 
everything was just beautiful, Margaret, 
just beautiful. Thank you so very much.” 

“Thank you, Reverend Thomas,” I 
managed to get out. “Good night. Good- 
night, Mrs. Evans.” 

Jamey and I left them, then, both hap- 


pily smiling approvingly at us. 

Walking along with Jamey, it seemed 
like the whole world was lit up. It wasn’t 
just because there was a full moon. The 
brightness that touched everything, the 
almost hurting awareness, was the magic 
of being with him. 

“You're a strange one,” he said, after 
awhile. “Don’t you ever have any fun?” 

“TI haven’t had much time to be like 
other people,” I answered slowly. 

“Uncle Jim told me about your dad 
and everything,” he said sympathetical- 
ly. 

We just walked along awhile, not talk- 
ing and I wished it was fifty blocks in- 
stead of just five. 

“Tell me about your school, and what 
you did back home, Jamey,” I said, sur- 
prised at my own bravery. 

There wasn’t any conversation prob- 
lem after that, because Jamey was in 
his element, telling about his life in 
Pittsburgh. He told me about his par- 
ents, younger brothers, school and him- 
self. It seemed that he planned to visit 
here for awhile with his uncle, before 
deciding on a career. 

All too soon, we were in front of my 
house. When Jamey asked to see me the 
next night, Saturday, I was so bemused 
by the magic of the evening, I simply 
smiled and said yes, as if I dated casual- 
ly every day. Then he was gone. 











I was still floating on air as | slowly 
opened the door and went inside the 
house. I turned to go to my room, but 
Dad’s voice, from the living room, 
stopped me. 

“Did you come home with Mrs. 
Evans?” he asked. 

“No, Dad,” I said. “Jamey Thomas 
walked home with me.” 

There wasn’t any answer, and | won- 
dered if he’d heard me. 

“Dad?” I said, questioningly. 

“T heard you,” he answered me, his 
voice sounding like a stranger’s. ““There’s 
something about him I don’t like.” 

“Oh, Dad,” I cried, “you only saw him 
once—this evening! How in the world 
could you say such a thing? He’s been 
so nice to me, and he’s Reverend 
Thomas’ nephew. He even asked to come 
to see me, tomorrow, when all the girls 
have been trying to date him. Please, 
Dad, please! Why don’t you like him?” 

I was almost crying, now, and Dad 
said quickly, “There, now, Margaret, I 
didn’t mean to make you upset. We'll 
just forget all about it. It’s just that 
there’s something—” 

I guess I looked like I was going to 
cry again, because Dad didn’t finish 
what he was going to say, just wheeled 
out of the living room, and down the 
hall to his room. Slowly I climbed the 
stairs to my (Continued on Page 59 ) 
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HER APRON 
STRINGS 


Mother dominated everything she 


touched—and everyone. No 


wonder she was ruining my life 


THER’S VOICE, cold as steel, came ringing to me from her sitting room. It 
irried a tone and phrase I had heard many times before. 
it’s the way it is with men, Charlotte,” she said. “They’re lazy, helpless crea- 
ind if we women didn’t manage things for them and tell them what to do, why, 
i] still be living in caves in the sides of mountains, fighting off dinosaurs and 
ld overgrown lizards.” 

without looking at her, I could tell she was smiling at her own humorous 


ud always felt that Mother was a little harsh on Father; that she tended to 
fy his faults and weaknesses. But on the other hand, I had to admit that he 
»rt of harmless, good-natured old dear who probably would have been beaten 
-verything he had by deadbeat customers if Mother hadn’t kept a firm hand 
gs, making him see to it that he got every cent he was owed. 
’ Mother was still talking, “we women are the backbone and salvation of 
ily.” She paused a moment. “If that rib hadn’t been taken out of Adam, 
| world would have never gotten past the Dark Ages.” 
her was still being funny. She liked to make jokes about men. I wondered 
funny she was going to think it was when I told her I was going to marry 
mVans. 
r as | was concerned, Wes had about everything; tall, good looking with 
milk-chocolatey complexion. Divine was the word for his dancing, and 
1't a bore or a braggart like some others I could mention. True, he didn’t 
lot to brag about, like Bill Simmons, who was just out of law school and 
n given a new sports car by his parents as a graduation present. Or Bobby 
the new doctor who was going into his father’s office to practice. Wes was 
art owner of a medium-sized grocery store, but to me it didn’t seem important. 
it was because my feelings for Wes extended (Continued on Page 55) 





“Marry me,” Wes whispered in my ear, and 
my heart wanted to answer his call. But 
there was another voice—my mother’s— 
in the other ear, saying, “You'll be sorry.” 











Ts FIRST TIME I realized I was 
different from other children was 
when I attended my first birthday party. 
Mom took me to the party and then sat 
there all afternoon, while other mothers 
left their children at the door and re- 
urned home. I hadn’t realized until then, 
hat Mom never let me out of her sight. 
The few times Patty, the little girl next 
came over to play, Mom would 
ing her mending outside and sit nearby 
while we played. But I hadn’t thought 
much about it until the day of the party, 
vhen some of the kids teased me about 
being a “mama baby.” It had been bad 
enough not to have a frilly new dress to 
vear like Patty’s, without being called 
mama baby” at six years old. 

Mom said we couldn’t afford a new 

ress, so I had to be content with my old 
ngham and the heavy cotton panties. 
How I envied the little girls with gay 
lored silk ones, which showed proudly 
we played games. I only wore dresses 
special occasions, like church or this 
ty. Most of the time I had to wear 
ns. Mom said they were warmer and 
yore better, but sometimes I longed for 
pretty colored dress, like I saw other 
ls wearing as they went by our house 
school. Other times I was most happy 
ny jeans, scorning the frilly dresses 

d fancy slips. 

[ didn’t see other children very often, 
and when I did, I would feel uncomfort- 
ible around them. I told Mom I didn’t 

them and she would look at me with 
ars in her eyes. 

[| couldn’t understand why we were so 
p Mom and Dad sat down at the 
kitchen table every pay day and figured 

st how much we could live on, then the 
balance went into the bank. With so 
much money in the bank, I found it hard 

» realize that we didn’t have money for 

y dresses and a bicycle. One day I 
vas playing in the dining room with my 
vaper dolls, when I heard Mom say with 
1 big sigh, “It’s taking so long, Dan. Do 

u think we'll have the money by the, 
time Ann is eighteen? I do so want her 

go to college like other kids.” 

Then I heard Dad say, “Hush, Ann’s 

he dining room.” 

For a moment I wondered what they 

re saving for, but it didn’t seem im- 
portant then. But it became important as 


| grew older and wanted nicer clothes. © 


No matter how much I raged or cried, 
he answer was always the same. “We 
can’t afford it.” As long as I can remem- 
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Nobody ever told 


me I wasn’t like 
other girls—not 
until it was too 
late, and all my 
world came 
crashing down 


around me 


ber Mom had only had one new co 
dress. She was very careful of the 

print that had served as her “best” ¢ 
for so many years, always taking it 
the minute she came from church, coy 
ing it carefully with an old sheet » 
wouldn’t fade. 7 


1 os OF CHANGES take place 
tween the time a child is six 
when she is eleven. Then it seemed I 
had to have a new dress—and not | 
mother made. Of course I knew it | 
taking a lot of money to pay my tul 
I wanted to go to school like other k 
but no matter how often I pleaded ; 
begged, the answer was nearly alwa 
the same, with few variations, “Yor 
not well, Ann. When you are older, } 
may be able to attend college. We he 
so darling, but we'll just have to 
and see.” 4 
Mom did take me downtown one ¢ 
and bought me a lovely new dress. 
was the first “store” dress I had @& 
owned. I was delighted with it. Wh 
we got home, I took it out of the 5 
and ran up to my room to try it) 
again. I was grateful to Mom, becaus 
knew she had spent some of the ex 
money she earned baking bread 1 
cakes for friends and neighbors. 
I whirled and preened in front of | 
mirror admiring myself. All at once 
I stared, the dress no longer seen 
lovely. I wanted to tear it into shre 
As quickly as I could, for I didn’t da 
damage it, I took it off, shuddering 
the silky cloth slithered off my th 
shoulders. I put on my jeans and r@ 
out to the backyard where I threw 
self down on the grass under my favor 
tree, feeling like a lost, lonely soul war. 
dering high above the earth. There dida’ 
seem to be words to describe my feeling 
and no one to tell them to if the wort 
could be found. I felt such queer hopes, 
odd longings for something. I did 
know what I wanted or what was wror 
but nothing seemed right. I seemed t 
feel worse as I grew older. a 
I didn’t mind studying with a tutors 
much, until it came time for me to ent 
high school. Then I felt I just co 
stand sitting at home in our living roa 
with the elderly Mrs. Schneider. I k 
Mom and Dad had quite a struggle wit 
the school board getting permission f0 
me to study at home. I would so mud 
rather go to school like other kids, | 
felt perfectly all right except for the 


ay 
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It was a world of our own for Cliff and me, 
that hole through the fence between our 
yards. Thru it, we planned our future. 





e moods, but probably all kids had 
| asked Patty once just before she 
away, if she had strange feelings 
looked at me like I was crazy. 
lay I tried to explain my feelings 
; and asked her why I felt as I did. 
»ked away and an odd look came 
r face, a secretive, withdrawn 
t scared me. 
1, I’m not crazy am I? Is that 
1 won’t let me go to school?” 
No! My darling.” Mom put 
s around me. “You're a very 
rl. Mrs. Schneider tells me you 
excellent student.” 
e was nothing else to do but dig 


into my high school studies as I had been 
doing all through the grades. I was fif- 
teen and a sophomore when | staged my 
first real revolt against my supervision. 

It started when I heard there was a 
circus coming to town. I wanted to go 
alone, but as usual mom said no, then 
added that we couldn’t afford to go. I 
cried and raged until mom finally said 
she would take me one evening. But that 
wasn’t what I wanted. I didn’t want to 
be led around by the hand. I wanted to 
explore the wonders of the circus grounds 
alone. I secretly hoped I might meet 
others there my age. 

“If I can go with you, I can go alone,” 


Cliff and I were alone at 
last, alone to face the life 
we had dreamed of together. 


Alone to face the ugly truth 


I insisted. Then I added quickly, “If you 
and dad really don’t care to go, that 
would save a little money.” 

I saw mom and dad exchange that 
quick look that I so often intercepted. 
Mom’s eyes were sad as she looked at 
me. | hated causing her pain, but some 
way, some day, I just had to get out by 
myself. 

“I’m very sorry, Ann,” she said. “Be 
patient dear, it won’t be long now until 
you can do as you want to, but until 
then, we just can’t. You'll have to trust 
us dear.” 

“I can trust you, but why don’t you 
trust me?” I found myself shouting. 











“I’m tired of being shut up and watched 
like a two year old. I'll run away. I'll 
do something, you'll see!” 

“Ann!” Dad’s voice was sharp. “That’s 
enough,” he said firmly. “I never want 
to hear you shout at your mother again.” 

I turned and ran outdoors, but not to 
cry. A sense of darkness had come over 
me. A darkness I couldn’t see through 
or find my way out of the haze. “Oh, 
what’s the matter with me?” I cried in- 
side. “Why do I feel like this? It must 
be something terrible, or I could go out. 
I thought of the God I heard about in 
Sunday School. Why did he let me feel 
so alone in a world full of people? I 
seemed to be moving with the dark 
clouds all around me. After a while the 
mist cleared and | began to think. There 
had to be some explanation and mom 
would just have to tell me what was 
wrong. Why I couldn’t go to school. 
Surely I had a right to know. I got to 
my feet and went to the house. 

“Mom,” I said abruptly, “I want to 
know what’s wrong with me. You hint 
that I’m sick, but I never spend a day in 
bed. Patty was sick in bed all the time 
she lived here, twice as much as | was. 
Unless you give me a good reason, I'll 
think you are just doing it to be mean.” 

To my horror, Mom burst into tears. 
She dropped her head on the kitchen 
table and heavy sobs shook her thin 
shoulders. 

“Please don’t cry mom,” I begged. “I 
didn’t mean to upset you.” 

Mom mopped at her eyes with the 
corner of her apron and sat up. “It’s 
all right dear. I guess I’m in a weak 
mood this morning.” She stopped a mo- 
ment then went on. “I'll try to explain 
as much as | can.” She stopped again. 


VAGUE UNREASONING fear took 

hold of me. It was as though my 
mind was demanding two things of me 
at once and wasn’t equal to the task. | 
sensed a deep trouble in mom. It filled 
the small kitchen and beat at my ear- 
drums. Did I really want to know what 
was wrong if just thinking about it could 
upset mom like this? For in spite of my 
hateful words to mom, I never doubted 
her love for me. It was like a warm glow 
around me all the time. 

“Only a specialist in the field under- 
stands your case completely, Ann, but | 
will do my best to tell you what the doc- 
tors have told us.” 

I realized only one thing as she went 


on talking—that I couldn’t understand 
what she was talking about. Something 
about endocrine glands and that the spe- 
cialist’s fees would be high. “That is 
what we are saving every cent for,” she 
said. 

I felt more sure that here was the rea- 
son behind all the care my folks had 
given me, and she assured me that when 
the operations were over, I would be 
able to go out and live like any girl my 
age. I felt very humble as I realized 
fully all mom and dad had been doing 
just for me. 

“Mom, I didn’t realize . . .” I began. 

She seemed to know what it was I 
wanted to say, for she put her arms 
around me and kissed me. “Don’t give it 
another thought, darling. You are worth 
a lot more to us than money could ever 
buy.” 

A burst of feeling flowed over me and 
I threw my arms around her and hugged 
so hard she cried out. She looked at me 
curiously as she said, “You're getting so 
strong, your bear hugs hurt.” 

I knew she was puzzled by my burst 
of emotion, for it was not often that I 
wanted to kiss anyone; not often that I 
felt this overpowering love and a desire 
to be loving. Then in a sudden change 
of mood, I tore upstairs to put on my 
jeans and go out in the back yard. I 
took a book with me, but I couldn’t 
settle down to read. I could hear people 
talking and a lot of commotion behind 
the fence at the end of our lot. I knew 
someone was moving in, so I went to a 
knot hole I had often used as a peek hole. 
There were so many people running in 
and out, carrying furniture, lamps and 
armfuls of clothing, I couldn’t make any 
sense out of any of it, so I went back to 
my book. At last my wandering atten- 
tion became riveted on the story. I was 
completely absorbed when a baseball lit 
near me with a thud. I picked up the ball 
and got to my feet. 

In just a moment a boy’s head rose 
over the six foot fence. We stared at 
each other. He looked about my age and 
had dark curly hair, piercing brown eyes 
and an engaging smile. “Hi,” he said. 

“Hi,” I answered as I held up the ball. 
“This yours?” 

“Yeah,” he grinned. “Can you toss it 
over?” 

A sudden surge of anger flowed 
through me. Why did the fact that I 
wore my hair in a pony tail, make a boy 
assume I couldn’t throw a ball over a 


measly little fence. I wound up and 
threw a hard straight ball that sent him 
tumbling backward out of sight. 

In a moment his head rose over the 
fence again. “I said toss, not knock me 
out,” he protested laughing. “Where did 
you learn to throw like that?” 

“Right here in my own yard.” I 
pointed to the net dad had put up for me. 

“We could use a pitcher like you on 
our league.” He eyed me suspiciously. 
“That wasn’t just luck. Can you do it 
again?” 

“Toss me the ball,” I invited. 

He threw a curve that I caught easily 
and sent another hard one back to him. 
“You sure weren’t kidding.” His voice 
was full of admiration. “Come on over 
and practice with us.” 

The satisfaction of a moment ago was 
gone. “No,” I answered shortly. 

There was disappointment on his face. 
“Why not?” 

“T can’t leave my yard and that’s all 
there is to it,” I told him. 

“Well!” He stared at me a moment, 
then grinned. “We can be friends any- 
way. I’m Cliff Edwards. What’s yours.” 

“Ann Baker.” 

With a friendly wave and a, “see you 
around,” he dropped out of sight. 

I looked toward the house to see if 
mom had heard us, but she wasn’t in 
sight, so I went back to my book, but the 
story had lost something. I found myself 
thinking of Cliff's eyes and friendly grin 
that revealed white even teeth. I was 
holding these memories for my very own 
as I went to sleep that night. I knew if 
mom or dad knew about it, that would 
be the end, and I wanted very much to 
see Cliff again. 

When I came down the next morning 
I had on my prettiest dress. Mom looked 
up in surprise, then smiled. “How pretty 
my girl looks. Did you want to go some 
place?” : 

“No,” I said defensively. “I just felt 
like being dressed up.” 

I had expected mom to protest, but to 
my surprise, she said merrily, “Of course 
dear. It'll wash and you look like a 
spring sprite in that dainty pink.” She 
kissed me, then said, “I like to see you 
look like a girl.” She put her hand to 
her mouth and looked embarrassed. She 
turned quickly away saying, “If you’ve 
finished the upstairs work, you may go 
outside.” 

Taking my book, I went out to my 
seat under the (Continued on Page 78) 
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Runaway 


SOM 








You won’t approve of what [I’ve done. [m no 


longer sure I approve myself. But it’s too 
late to change the past. Now I have to live 
with it, and feel guilty the rest of my life 


T WAS A WARM, EARLY APRIL SUN, the kind that 
Californians like to boast of having the year round. And 
as | sat there, basking in the sand along the beach near the 
ocean at Pacific Ocean Park, my mind was far away, occu- 
pied for the moment only with the sun’s rays dancing along 
the waves as the ocean rolled in and out. Tommy’s hand 
reached out and touched mine. I turned and smiled at him. 
“You're going back to him,” he said, half asking, not 
really sure. 

“] don’t know,” I answered quietly. “I’m—I’m, well— 
right now I’m more mixed up than ever.” 

Tommy didn’t say anything. He just lay there in the sand, 
looking up at me, while the sun burned his deep brown skin 
an even darker shade. I reached out one hand and brushed 
a few grains of sand off his back, smoothing the skin in the 
same motion in a gentle massage. It would be wrong to hurt 
him, | thought to myself, yet I knew deep inside me that there 
could never be anymore between us than just this casual 
friendship. He was nice, yes, but too young to be all that I 


wanted in a man. He had good looks, a nice build, and a 
steady job as a waiter in one of the better restaurants on 
La Cienaga Blvd. But he wasn’t for me, and I could feel it. 


What | wanted, really wanted more than anything else in the 
world was back in Detroit—but he belonged to another 
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woman. And as wrong as that was between them—them 
living together common-law as they were—I still had no 
right to come between them. 

Or did I have a right? After all, I hadn’t forced anything 
between “Puffy” and myself. He had made all the advances. 
I hadn’t tried to encourage him, if anything was scarcely 
more than cordial the first night we met. If I had been 
younger I might have been impressed by who he was or the 
money everybody said he had. But I was a little beyond that 
age, and the name of Frank “Puffy” Walters was only one 
that I had seen a few times in the local newspapers or 
heard the girls talk about when ever one of those discussions 
would come up about who had the most money and all that. 

But he was a man. And I was lonely. It was the same old 
story all over again, but mine was different because I was 
old enough to know better, yet I had come to know the depths 
of loneliness, to know for myself that terrible yearning that 
only a woman knows who has had love snatched from her 
by the finality of death. 

“Julie?” I heard Tommy calling to me softly. 

“I’m sorry,” I apologized. “I didn’t mean to be such poor 
company. I guess the warm sunshine and ocean and all made 
me lapse into my own thoughts. I’m sorry. Really I am.” 

“That’s all right,” he said. “I (Continued on Page 75) 











There’s a name for women like me, and there’s a 

fate for them, too. The fate is to spend the rest of 

your life running, afraid to look back at the past 
that’s gaining on you. 








| 
LIVED 
WITH 
FEAR! 


WAS ON THE BEACH with them the day my husband 

Todd tried to teach Stevie to swim. I was scared to be 
there, but I was more scared of not being there. Not only 
because then Todd would know I was panicky again, but 
because imagining things was even worse than seeing them. 

Todd went out for a dip first. I stood on the beach, dig- 
ging my toes into the warm sand. The cold wind off the 
water made me shiver. The dull boom of the low breakers 
rolling in almost drowned the happy shouts of the other 
bathers, making a sullen roar in my ears. With my left hand 
I clung determinedly to four-year-old Debbie, who was 
squirming and jumping and trying to pry my fingers loose 
so she could run and play in the water. This was the first 
time any of us but Todd had seen the ocean, and Debbie 
greeted it as she did every new experience—with squeals of 
joy. 

On my right side stood eight-year-old Steve, his small hand 
clasped in mine. As if hypnotized, he was watching the dis- 
tant figure of his father as he swam strongly out beyond the 
line of breakers. I felt Stevie shiver and I knew it wasn’t 
only from the cold wind. I always knew how Stevie felt. 

“Swimming’s going to be lots of fun,” he said in a muffled 
voice. 

“Lots of fun,” I echoed, while terror picked at me. 

Stevie held my hand tighter, turning his face up to mine. 
His dark eyes, so like mine, were wide with the same terror 
that was churning in me. But he said loudly, “I’m not scared. 
Not a bit.” 

Somehow I managed not to grab him to me. Instead I 
said stoutly, “Of course you aren’t. I bet you'll make a won- 
derful swimmer.” 

“Lemme go,” screamed Debbie. “I wanna play in the 
water.” 

A fresh wave of panic rolled over me and I held her hand 
tighter. “Hush,” I said. “Not yet. The water is too rough. 
Maybe Daddy will take you out later.” 

“You take me!” she demanded. 

“No! I won’t!” I almost screamed the words, and the 
children looked up at me in surprise. Wild horses couldn’t 
make me go out there and let that water wash over my face! 
But I couldn’t let the children know how scared I was, so I 
added lamely, “I don’t know how to swim, so it isn’t safe.” 

To my relief, Todd came striding across the sand toward 
us, shaking the water out of his hair. The sun glinted off 
his big, wet shoulders, and he was grinning happily. 

“Gee, it feels wonderful to get back into that old Pacific 
again,” he said. “You wait, Stevie, you'll be crazy about it.” 

“Sure, Pop,” Stevie said, trying to sound big and bluff 























I was like a frightened rabbit, 
afraid of my shadow. And the 

sea, like everything else around 

me, was my enemy. And in the 

end, it was the sea that almost 

destroyed me. Only in the 

tragedy it brought did I learn 

the truth about facing my fear 4 
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‘Throw him in,’ Todd 
said, ‘and he'll 

either swim or drown 
trying.’ Was that 

any way for a father 
to talk about his 

own son? But what 
kind of mother was I 
when I was too afraid 


to speak out 


like Todd, but only sounding very small 
and frightened. 

Todd shot him a sharp look. “Not 
scared already, are you?” he demanded. 
I winced at his harsh tone. Then he 
looked at me. “You haven’t been filling 
him up—” 

“I’m not scared, Pop,” Stevie squeak- 
ed. “Honest!” 

Poor little boy, he was trying so hard. 
Couldn’t Todd see that? 

“That’s better,” Todd grunted. “Swim- 
ming’s great sport, kid. It'll make a man 
out of you—if anything will,” he added 
scornfully. “Come on, let’s get started.” 

! ached with pity for Stevie. Yet I 
couldn’t blame Todd. How could a man 
like him, who simply didn’t know the 
meaning of fear, understand the way 
Stevie and I felt? 

Just then Debbie broke out of my 
grasp and flung both arms around one of 
Todd’s powerful legs. “Me too,” she 
wailed. “Show me how to swim, Daddy. 
I wanna go too.” 

Todd put one big hand affectionately 
on her small curly head and rumpled her 
hair. “Later, Doll,” he grinned. “You'll 
float like a cork, I bet! You stay with 
Mama now while I get Stevie started.” 

Debbie was Todd’s double, the way 
Stevie was mine. Watching them I felt 
an old familiar pang. I thought for the 
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thousandth time, what a shame it 
couldn’t have been the other way around 
—a big, rough, tough boy and a slender, 
gentle, studious girl! 

Todd reached out for Stevie. For just 
the barest instant Stevie’s hand tightened 
convulsively on mine, and my heart 
lurched with pity. Then he let go and 
walked manfully down the beach and 
into the water beside his Daddy. 

Watching them, I felt tears sting my 
eyes. I sank down in the sand and drew 
a still-protesting Debbie into my arms, 
holding her there by sheer force while 
my eyes followed Stevie’s faltering steps. 
I knew so well how he was feeling, the 
way the terror grew bigger and wilder 
with each step, the way his stomach was 
knotting up with fear. I pitied him from 
the bottom of my heart. Yet I wouldn’t 
stop him even if Todd would let me. I 
wanted Stevie to learn to swim and to 
love it. I wanted him to be strong, to 
conquer his fears instead of giving in 
to them. | didn’t want him to be a cow- 
ard like me. 

“Sit still, Debbie,” I said. “Look out 
there at Stevie.” 

For a moment she subsided, her eyes 
following my pointing finger to the big, 
muscular man and the skinny little boy. 
They had reached a spot where the water 
came up around Stevie’s waist when I 
saw him stop and pull back. They were 
too far out for me to hear their voices, 
but I could tell that Stevie was terribly 
frightened and begging to go back to 
shore. 

Oh God, Todd, 1 thought desperately, 
don’t duck him now or do something to 
frighten him more. . . . For once, just 
for once, try to understand. . . . 

Suddenly Todd stooped and swung 
Stevie up in his arms. Holding him, he 
began to wade farther out. I gave a 
gasp—the water was so deep, way over 
a small boy’s head! But at least Todd 
was being gentle, he was going to let 
Stevie get some feeling of confidence— 

A sudden scream split the air, and I 
leaped to my feet, spilling Debbie onto 
the sand. Todd had thrown Stevie way 
out into the deep water, and then he 
turned and began swimming away from 
him! Ill hear that scream to my dying 
day—“Pop, help me!” Over the surf- 
roar, over the bathers’ voices it rang— 
and then it stopped and Stevie disap- 
peared. 

I began to run down the beach, 
screaming. Then something streaked by 





me, and there was a splash, and in sec- 
onds the lifeguard had a grip on Stevie 
and was towing him back to shore. 

I was so wild I even ran a few steps 
into the water to meet them. Stevie’s eyes 
were open but they had a funny, blank 
look, and I cried, “Is he all right?” 

The lifeguard waded in and laid Stevie 
gently on the sand. “He’s okay,” he said. 
“He swallowed a little water, but most- 
ly he’s suffering from shock. Here, lady, 
let me have that blanket—” 

I grabbed someone’s blanket and 
tucked it around Stevie. Then I knelt, 
crying, beside him. 

“Give him a few minutes to rest,” he 
said. “He'll be all right.” 

I pushed the wet hair back out of his 
face. A crowd had gathered around. 
Suddenly there was Todd, elbowing his 
way through, glaring at the lifeguard. 

“What’s the matter with you—work- 
ing for your hero’s medal?” he demand- 
ed furiously. “Can’t a father teach his 
kid to swim around here without you 
butting in?” 

I clawed at his arm, my face hot with 
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embarrassment. I said helplessly, “But, 
Todd—” But he brushed me aside im- 
patiently. 

The lifeguard said in a carefully con- 


trolled voice. “He went under twice. 
He would have drowned if I hadn’t pull- 
ed him out. That’s a hell of a poor way 
to teach a kid to swim.” 

Todd’s face tightened with anger. “I'll 
thank you to mind your own business,” 
he snapped. “My old man taught me to 
swim that way, and that’s how my kid 
will learn. When it’s sink or swim, he’ll 
swim.” 

Under my hands I felt Stevie stir. 
“Pop.” His voice was wobbly and 
hoarse. “I can’t do it, Pop, don’t make 
me do it—” His face was contorted with 
fear again and he struggled to sit up. 

I put my arms around him anxiously. 
“Easy, darling.” 

Todd looked down at him with an ex- 
pression of disgust. “So you chickened 
out again. Well, that’s all for today, but 
we'll be back. Come on, let’s go home.” 

The crowd began to melt away with 
low-voiced mutterings. I was relieved 


to have them go. I heard a man say, 
“The guy’s right. Throw ’em in and let 
’em go. Kids are like pups, swimming’s 
natural. They'll swim.” And a woman 
said angrily, “Yes—if they don’t drown 
first.” 

I was shaking so I could hardly stand 
up. Todd bent down and grabbed Stev- 
ie’s hand, pulling him to his feet. He 
said angrily, “Let’s get him home. 
Where’s Debbie?” 

Debbie! “Oh,” I gasped, “I forgot—” 
Wildly I began to run up and down the 
beach, looking for the tiny figure in the 
yellow suit... . 

And then I saw her. She was running 
along the beach in the water, splashing 
wildly, waving her arms and laughing 
and having the time of her life! Weak 
with relief, I began to run toward her. 
Just then a breaker came up and knock- 
ed her down. Terrified, I screamed, but 
as the wave rolled back she got to her 
feet, spluttering and laughing, and be- 
gan to run impishly away from me. 

“T’'ll catch her,” Todd called, run- 
ning after her. I heard his laugh. “Look 
at that crazy little kid go!” He caught 
up with her and hoisted her, dripping 
wet and screaming with laughter, into 
his arms. “Hasn’t got a scared bone in 
her body! Not much like that sissy up 
there,” he added bitterly. “My son! 
ore 


E WALKED the two blocks to the 
house in a wretched silence. All 
except Debbie; she crowed and chattered 
and leaped around friskily as usual. 
Stevie walked slowly behind us, his head 
down, looking so tired and ashamed it 
nearly broke my heart. I could tell from 
the way Todd’s chin jutted out that he 
was still angry and hurt over Stevie’s 
failure. As for me, I couldn’t feel any- 
thing for a moment but gratitude to that 
lifeguard. Maybe Todd was right . . . 
Mabye, if Stevie saw he wasn’t going to 
be rescued, he would have started swim- 
ming. But if he hadn’t . . . Yes, I was 
‘chicken’ too. I never wanted to see the 
beach again. 

When we got home Todd said shortly, 
“I’m going to take a sun bath,” and went 
around to the back yard. I was relieved 
to see him go. I needed the time to get 
my emotions under control. Debbie said, 
“Me too,” and ran after him. As I 
watched them disappear around the cor- 
ner of the house I told myself achingly 
that at least he had one child he could 


Todd was determined 
to make a man out of 
Stevie, no matter what 
it took to do it. He 
just couldn’t seem 

to understand how 
frightened the poor 


boy was. But I 
understood well. That 


same fear was deep 
inside me 


be proud of. If only Stevie. . . . 

Sighing, I followed Stevie into the 
house. He dropped into a chair, his thin 
shoulders slumped dejectedly. He looked 
up at me and his chin was quivering 
pitifully. “Pop is ’shamed of me again, 
isn’t he?” he said, and I thought my 
heart would break. 

But somehow I resisted taking him 
into my arms and cradling him against 
my breast the way I longed to. I made 
myself say coolly, “Well, you didn’t ex- 
actly cover yourself with glory, you 
know.” 

“T know it,” he said bleakly. Suddenly 
he flung himself face down on the floor 
and began to sob. “I can’t help it! I get 
so scared I can’t even breathe! Mama, I 
try, but I can’t—” 

“Never mind,” I said soothingly. He 
was getting so worked up | was afraid 
Todd would hear him. I hélped him to 
his feet. “We'll see if we can’t get you 
some lessons. You'll be a champion yet, 
wait and see. Now let’s get cleaned up.” 

His thin little body was shivering as 
if with a chill, but I knew it was mostly 
reaction. How well I knew how Stevie 
felt! I knew exactly the unreasoning, 
breath-choking knot of horror in the face 
of danger, the (Continued on Page 62 ) 
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We were attracted to 
each other right from 
the start, like the 
irresistible force and 
the immovable object. 
[hen the Army came 
and broke us up, and 
it was never the 


same after that 





ec CAR ROARED along the ex- 

pressway with the motor scream- 
ing a high pitched death song of 
speed, and I sat there terrified in fear. 
Fog had rolled in over Southern Cali- 
fornia and when the headlights caught 
a patch of it, the beams were slapped 
back into our faces. But Herbie kept 
speeding ahead at nearly 80 miles an 
hour. He drove like a man possessed 
with the Devil and I was afraid to say 
anything to him. 

Suddenly we rounded a curve and 
were roaring into the city limits. 
Another car was meeting us about a 
mile away and Herbie was closing the 
gap fast. I glanced at him and noticed 
him nod sleepily. As my eyes shot up 
to the road again I could see he was 
weaving uncertainly into the opposite 
lane. Certain death was only a few 
hundred yards away. 

“Herbie, for God’s sake slow down, 
and watch where you're driving,” | 
screamed at him. 

He yanked the car back into the 
right lane so suddenly it careened 
over on the rough gravel beside the 
highway, slipped and slid crazily as it 
almost went out of control and then 
raced madly forward as he jammed 
down on the gas again. I knew Herbie 
had been drinking too much and I 
now knew that he was angry with me 
for shouting at him. But I didn’t 
want to be mangled in a crash. 

“Let me drive, will you darling?” 
I asked sweetly. “You're very tired.” 

“I’m not tired and I don’t need any- 
one to drive for me,” he shot back 
at me angrily. “That guy didn’t dim 
his lights. I should have run into 
him,” Herbie said. 

I was amazed at the viciousness in 
my husband, the meanness and the 
seething (Continued on Page 68) 
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Carol was the kind of girl that men go for: 
little and cute and with eyes that flashed 
you a message you just couldn’t miss. 





It takes two for a marriage and three for a divorce. I 
found that out the hard way when I got fed up with my 


wife and started playing around—and the roof caved in 





| THOUGHT BECKY CARTER was the prettiest girl I’d ever seen, the day I 
first saw her in the library at Clemens High School, but when she walked down 
the aisle to meet me on our wedding day she was just plain beautiful in a way that 
left me all tied up in little shivers. Her crisp white gown stood out all around, mov- 
ing gently as she walked, and her face seemed to glow under the filmy veil. I made 
a vow to myself, right then and there, to keep that glow alive for her. 

I really tried, at first. Winning Becky hadn’t been an easy thing, and having her 
for my wife was all I’d dreamed it would be, through all those months of wearing 
down her resistance. 

It wasn’t just resistance to me—Becky just wasn’t interested in the male animal 
in any romantic sense. She’d been a tom-boy at six and an all-round good fellow 
at sixteen and she didn’t want to change things by becoming one of a pair. 

Every boy in the junior and senior classes at Clemens High School tried to date 
Becky after she moved back to Clemens with her family in her junior year. I was 
the only one she dated and it took me three months to get her to go out even once. 

We were married just two weeks after she graduated, though, and I thought I had 
it made. I had a job, a beautiful wife, most of a down-payment on a house and a 
fairly new car. Becky got a job in the office of one of the factories in town, and we 
began to buy furniture for the house that looked like a sure thing. 

We'd talked about a family, since we’d both had several brothers and sisters, but 
we didn’t want to rush things. We’d wait a few years, have fun being married, start 
buying that house, then we'd have a family. 

Only things don’t always work out the way you plan them and Kathy was born 
just a year after we got married. Becky had worked long enough to get us started 
on that house, and we’d bought some furniture. But even though I got a raise, the 
money just didn’t go so far when it had to cover the things a baby needs, too. 

“I can get my job back,” Becky said, after one really rugged session of trying to 
balance our bills with my paycheck. 

“I don’t want my wife working,” I told her. “Besides, there’s the baby and all. 
It would cost almost as much as you'd make to hire a housekeeper and to pay the 
extra expenses.” 

“Mother will keep Kathy for me, for practically nothing,” Becky said. 

I felt sort of peeved that she’d asked before mentioning going back to work to me. 

“She offered to do it for nothing, but I wouldn’t allow that.” 

“I'd rather have you here at home.” I stacked the bills together, and sighed. 
“But I honestly don’t see how we can keep on making ends meet the way things are.” 

So Becky went back to work and at first it was fun to be leaving together, and 
then coming home and getting supper together and playing a while with the baby. 
Then, after Kathy was in bed, Becky had things to wash out, or odds and ends of 
housework to catch up, or her hair to wash or pin up, and there wasn’t anything 
for me to do but watch TV. 

“Why don’t we start bowling again?” I asked Becky, one night, switching off 
some silly play on TV. “We could get on one of the couple’s teams.” 

“I don’t see how I’d have the time, Ted,” she said. “If we had a housekeeper, so 
I didn’t have to do everything at night, it would be different. This way, I have to 
do a little every night or I wouldn’t get a minute to rest on the weekends.” 

“Then why not get a housekeeper?” 

“Are you kidding? You have to pay them, remember?” 

“Why can’t we? I was paying just about as much on my own as we're paying 
now with your check.” 
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You were paying the current ex- 
penses. But the back bills weren’t get- 
ting paid and we weren’t getting any 

re of our furniture or keeping up the 
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You don’t have to rub it in. If you 
lon’t want to work, say so. We’ll manage 
ehow.” 
[t isn’t that I don’t want to work,” 
e said. “But I happen to be doing two 
jobs and I don’t have the time to go 
bowling a couple of nights a week. When 
e get those back bills caught up, then 
1ybe I can get a housekeeper and I 


yn’t have to do so much.” 

What am I supposed to be doing 

le you’re cleaning the house and all 
it night? Sit here and twiddle my 
thumbs?” 

You could help.” 

It’s not a man’s place.” 

[t's not a woman’s place—” she 
broke off and left the room in a hurry. 
I went after her. 

[t's not a woman’s place to do 
what?” I demanded. “To make the liv- 

It so happens you’re not. Maybe 
u’re helping out, but I’m still making 
the living and don’t you forget it.” 

[ wasn’t saying anything like that,” 
he said. “It isn’t right that I should 


“I can go back to work, afterwards.” 
She brightened a little. 

“We won’t plan on that. We’re caught 
up, I’m due for another raise, and with 
two babies you'll have a job right here 
at home.” 

She did, too. Timmy was born when 
Kathy was just fourteen months old and 
Becky sure had her hands full with the 
two of them. She didn’t get her strength 
back as quick as she had with Kathy, 
and it seemed the least little thing upset 
her so. 

“Why don’t we call a sitter one night 
a week and go to a show or bowling?” 
I suggested. 

“Bowling! Always bowling. Well, you 
can go, if you want to. I have the babies 
to put to bed and all, and I sure don’t 
feel like rolling a heavy ball around after 
working so hard all day.” 

I didn’t say any more about it, then. 
I thought she’d feel different, once she 
got her strength back. Then my work 
slacked off and the little bills began to 
pile up into big ones and Becky was talk- 
ing about going back to work again. 

“T won’t have it.” I put my foot down. 
“Here you don’t even have time or en- 
ergy for me, and you're talking about 
going to work. We’ll manage, somehow.” 


| Td like to think that it was all Becky’s 


fault, that she drove me to cheating. 
lt would help my conscience to believe it 





have to do two jobs, though. You could 
help. Other men do. Then when we get 
caught up we can get someone to stay 
here and take care of Kathy and do the 
rk and I'll have time for other things.” 
[ didn’t like the idea of doing house- 
ork, but I wanted more of Becky’s time 
» | tried. It worked pretty good, for 
while. Then, just when we thought we 
suld hire someone to stay at the house, 
Becky got pregnant again. 
You act like I did it on purpose,” she 
cried. “I thought you wanted a family.” 
[ did. But a little later.” 
[t’s as much your fault as mine.” 
[t really isn’t anyone’s fault, Becky.” 
[ didn’t like the idea of another baby 
ist when it looked like we’d have some 
ne on our own together, but I didn’t 
want Becky crying, either. “It just hap- 
ned and that’s all there is to it. We'll 
nanage, somehow.” 


“That’s easy to say. Only we aren’t 
managing,” she pointed out. “You 
haven’t even paid the balance on Tim- 
my’s hospital bill that the insurance 
didn’t cover. I can get a woman to stay 
here and still have enough to pay some- 
thing on those bills.” 

“I don’t want you to go back to work 
and that’s final,” I told her. “Maybe I 
can find something to do nights and pick 
up a few odd dollars.” 

Luck was with me. The lodge I be- 
longed to had just fixed up an old church 
into club rooms and bowling alleys and 
they needed someone to teach the kids 
and new members and | fit the bill. It 
didn’t pay much, but it helped out some 
and I could put it all on the hospital bill 
that seemed to be worrying Becky so 
much. It also gave me a chance to get in 
some bowling on my own, and I got on 
one of the men’s teams. 





Becky still worried, though, and talked 
about going back to work, but I kept in- 
sisting she stay at home. I was sure 
she'd begin feeling herself again and we 
could get back to where we’d been be. 
fore the babies were born. 

It never occurred to me that what we 
needed was to grow into a new kind of 
relationship instead of going back to one 
we'd moved out of when we became 
parents. I enjoyed the evenings at the 
club. Becky and I spent less and less 
time together and it didn’t make so much 
difference that she was always tired, al- 
ways worrying about something. 

The back bills didn’t cut down as fast 
as I’d figured. I had to have new bowl- 
ing shoes, to really do the job right. 
Then there was the fee for playing in the 
league. Add to that a beer or two a 
night, and all the little things that seem 
to crop up when you're out like that. A 
candy bar, or a package of cigarettes, 
even though I had a carton at home, or 
a beer for the team. 

“So what if we aren’t getting the bills 
paid off all at once,” I snapped at Becky, 
when she complained. “I’ve paid some 
on them and I’m working every day. 
What am I supposed to do? Work day 
and night and not spend a cent on my- 
self?” 

“It isn’t exactly a cent,” she sniffed. 
“You've been at the club now for almost 
four weeks and you’ve paid exactly eight 
fifty on that bill.” 

“Just because you don’t want anything 
but staying at home and taking care of 
the babies, it’s no sign that’s all I want!” 
I shouted. “I’m going to have something 
to show for my work, and you can like 
it or not.” 

I hoped she’d keep on. I was real mad 
and it helped my feelings a lot to be able 
to snap at her, find fault with her. After 
all, I ought to have some praise for 
working day and night. She ought to 
appreciate what I was doing, and all she 
did was criticize. 


Se ADAMS had been bringing a 

girl with him for a week, and I'd 
noticed her but hadn’t really thought of 
her as a person until that night. She’d 
been real friendly and I’d bought her a 
beer and I knew, the way you know those 
things, that I could cut Bill out if I made 
the effort. I didn’t make the effort, and 
I didn’t want Becky to know about it, 
but still I wanted to be appreciated, 
wanted to be patted on the back for be- 
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ing a good boy, I guess. 

Becky didn’t say any more, though, 
and you can’t argue all by yourself. The 
next night, when I got home, she told 
me she’d made arrangements for her 
mother to keep Kathy and Timmy and 
she was going back to work. 

“Just remember one thing,” I told her. 
“It’s your idea. If something happens to 
one of the children, or you start that 
routine of keeping up two jobs again, it 
was your idea to go back to work, not 
mine. I’m keeping up two jobs, too, so 
don’t expect any help around the house 
from me.” 

“Don’t worry. I won’t expect anything 
from you.” 

It wasn’t like before, because Becky 
and I didn’t find fun in being together 
any more. She paid on the back bills 
every payday, and as soon as she got the 
hospital one paid off she got a woman to 
stay at the house and do most of the 
work while she took care of the babies. 
It didn’t leave her much out of her check, 
because she put five dollars in the bank 
as regularly as she paid on the bills, but 
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I just waited for her to get tired of her 
bargain and go back to being a wife, sat- 
isfied to stay at home and take care of 
the children. 

It wasn’t that I didn’t love those two 
babies. Kathy was even prettier than 
Becky, if such a thing were possible, and 
I got a real kick out of playing with her 
or buying her things or just watching 
her grow. 

I kept on at the club and Bill kept on 
bringing his girl, Carol Starkey, and we 
all kidded her and all along I knew I 
could have her, if I wanted her. 

It was a dangerous knowledge. I 
wanted to tell Becky about it, I guess so 
she could pat me on the back for re- 
sisting. But you don’t tell your wife 
things like that. Especially if you’ve 
reached the point where you don’t share 
much of anything with your wife, the 
way I had. 

We just didn’t get together any more 
and I blamed Becky more and more. It’s 
always easy to blame someone else and I 
told myself if she hadn’t nagged me until 
I got the job at the club, or if she’d had 





When Carol told me the guy she had 

been going around with wasn’t her type, 

I asked her what was. “You might be,” 
she answered. 
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more time for me, or had gotten her 
strength back faster after Timmy was 
born or hadn’t gone back to work, we 
wouldn’t have been so close to being 
strangers. 

Maybe I wouldn’t have started going 
with Carol Starkey, though, if Becky 
hadn’t gone on the tour with the PTA 
group. It was a sort of family thing, and 
even though Kathy wouldn’t be starting 
to school for another whole year, Becky 
wanted to go on the tour. 

“T can’t understand it.” I shook my 
head. “Why do you want to go? Kathy 
won't even be in kindergarten until next 
year. Time enough to go to these things 
then.” 

“They have a few more reservations 
and Mrs. Foster gave our names. It’s a 
chance to see all the interesting places 
in Chicago at the lowest cost and I 
haven’t been any place or seen anything 
for so long a trip to Basco would sound 
good.” 

Basco was a little junction south of 
Clemens, about as backwoods as anything 
ever found (Continued on Page 51 ) 
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FEIS MORE FUN 


when your complexion is clear, bright, Nadinola-light! 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
vill improve your skin faster, in 
nore different ways! 
Contains wonder-working A-M! 
[his remarkable medicated ingre- 
lient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
nd lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOL 


BLEACHING CREAM 


t one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


A S 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinoia 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25¢ to $1.25 


TES, : 
WADINOLA 
FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is 
non-oily. Brightens skin, 


lessens shine at the 
same time. 75c to $2 





Child Care: 


The Cold Season 


| By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


| 





| 
| 
| 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


URING THE winter months, a wise 

mother never neglects the first sign 

of a common cold in her child. Many 

mothers, however, tend to underestimate 

the effects and complications of these 
colds. 

A sore throat caused by streptococci 
germs, for example, is often the first 
warning of rheumatic fever, the worst 
| childhood disease. Once a child gets it, 
there is no sure way to prevent heart 
damage. If a doctor is called as soon as 
the child complains of a sore throat, 
however, penicillin is an effective treat- 
ment. 

Many mothers treat the child at home 
with salt water gargles, aspirin or other 
remedies. Unfortunately, the strep germs 
may remain in the system long after the 
sore throat is cured, thus keeping alive 
the possibility of rheumatic fever. Since 
the only way to detect a strep germ is by 
microscopic examination, a doctor’s con- 
| sultation is essential. 

Since the symptoms of not only rheu- 
| matic fever but pneumonia, rheumatism 
| and influenza are almost identical to the 
| common cold, it is important never to 
| consider any condition in the upper 
_ respiratory system ordinary. It may 
| easily be early manifestations of a much 

graver and more complicated illness. 

Since there is no preventive medi- 
| cine for the common cold, every mother 

should realize that the longer her child’s 

cold lasts, the more the risk of serious 
| after-effects. 
| To protect your child, dress him prop- 
| erly, remembering that too much cloth- 
| ing is as bad as too little. Wet clothing 
| should be removed at once and never 
| allowed to dry on the body. Proper diet 
_ and rest also aid resistance. 

Once contracted, many mild cold con- 
| ditions may be relieved by bed rest and 
| a large intake of fluids. If the child is 
| not improved within a 24- to 48-hour 
| period, or if his condition seems worse, 

call the doctor. 

Do not become alarmed, as a sensitive 
| or excitable child will notice your con- 
cern, which may only tend to aggravate 
his condition. 
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THE BEST 
IN BLOUSES 


OLLECTING BLOUSES is lots of fun 


and for a good start, add this fashion- 










gem to your wardrobe. Smiartly styled 
with an Italian collar and three-quarter 
length sleeves, the textured dacron has 
the luscious look of whipped cream. 
Drip dry blouse is available in white, 
pink, blue. natural or grey. Price: $6.95. 
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Dacron and cotton batiste blouse has a 
flattering Choirboy neckline, and pleated, 
three-quarter length puffed sleeves. $7.98 ~ 
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All-ecasion 
Blouses 


OR EXTRA clothes performance, 

blouses are indispensable. Fashion- 
wise, they are the most practical, neces- 
sary and attractive items in a well or- 
ganized wardrobe. Because of their many 
“personalities,” the “Switch-about” artist 
can look like a queen one minute and a 
career girl the next, for blouses, like 
chameleons, take on the “look” of the 
occasion. 

For party-hopping playgirls (they 
have to watch their pennies too), an ele- 
gant blouse topping a frothy skirt makes 
an extra smart duo. “Stay-at-home” girls 
who live casually and comfortably are 
perfectly at ease with blouses that match 
“rough-and-ready” pants, or act as part- 
ners for skirts. 

Many a coed’s clothes popularity is 
built around the number of blouses she 
has available for loan, especially to those 
who lack the foresight of knowing their 
real value. 

No wardrobe system gives you more 
for your money than inter-changeables, 
and blouses top the list. Counting their 
many good points is like trying to figure 
out why ice cream is so delicious! 
Fashionable outfits are easily created 
and a fresh outlook is given skirts, suits 
and pants with the addition of the right 
blouse. 

The best news in years for the “girl- 
on-the-go” is drip-dry blouses that re- 
quire little care. With these short cuts in 
mind, it’s easy to understand why mod- 
ern blouses have truly become indispen- 
sible. TAN’s blouses are by Judy Bond. 

























Colorful dacron crepe floral print blouse is ideal for school or career girls or informal 
entertaining. The Capri collar and three-quarter sleeves allow the blouse to be dressed 
up with a scarf or jewelry. Comes in green, pink and blue with buttoned front. $4.98. 
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The smartly styled overblouse of combed cotton features the popular “Sissy” front and 
short sleeves, making it a perfect partner for jumpers and skirts. The blouse with its 
white eyelet ruffle requires little ironing, dries fast and wrinkle free. In white only. $4.98. 
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ed Lamb-Prune 
Burgers 
A, lbs. ground lamb, 
nced onion, %4 cup 
sley, % cup ketch- 
salt, few grains 


tsp. curry powder, 
vopped pitted dried 
up bread crumbs; 
Form into 8 patties; 
on strip around each 
roil 5-6 minutes on 
rarnish with cooked 
and whole prunes. 


| Presenting 
Prunes 





Rum Sherried Prune Ice Cream Sauce 
lried prunes in a bowl; add enough cold water to 
Set in refrigerator over night. Halve prunes; 
lf, cup sugar, ~ tsp. cinnamon, 1 cup prune 
1g to a boil and simmer 15 minutes. Add prunes, 
ry, 2 tbsps. rum and 1 cup slivered toasted 
ill. Serve on vanilla ice cream. Makes 10-12 
ice may be served as an afternoon refreshment, 
| luncheon or dinner, a treat for the TV hour. 











RUNES have gone glamorous, and kids will be the first to 

shout hooray! Sun-sweetened and delicious with natural fruit 
sugars, they are an ideal confection to eat right from the pack- 
age. With cold, sneezy weather at hand, it’s wise to know that 
prunes are also rich in Vitamin A, the vitamin that helps to 
build resistance to colds. The current crop is larger and plumper 
than ever before and the wise homemaker will include prunes 
as often as possible into better meal planning. 





Celebration Prune Pie 
Combine 114 cups cooked pitted prunes, halved, 14 cups canned 
apple slices, ¥ cup diced candied fruits and peels, 2 tsps. grated 
lemon rind, 3 tbsps. lemon juice. Mix well. Combine 1 cup sugar, 
1 tsp. cinnamon, | tsp. nutmeg, few grains salt, 2 tbsps. flour. Mix 
well; add to fruits and mix thoroughly. Line a 9 pie plate with 
pastry, pour in fruit mixture and cover with pastry. Fasten edges 
and flute. Cut slits for steam to escape. Bake in hot oven (425° F.) 
about 45 minutes, until brown. Served with lemon hard sauce. 








A NEW YEAR 
A NEW GIFT 
THIS YEAR 
MAKE IT 


Pay nothing now, we 
will bill you later. 


This attractive, personally signed 
gift card will be sent with all gifts. 


Your friends will enjoy the true 
to life features of TAN all year. 


First subscription only $2.50. 
Additional subscriptions $2.00. 


Additional $1 Canada and Pan America $2.00 Foreign 
OSOSSS CKSSOSSSSSSTESEKSSSSESSSSSSSSSSSSSKSSSSCESSSSSSSEHSSESSEHOKESSSBAEHSRSESEE 
TAN, 1820 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois 
1 FOR ENTER OC RENEW 0 my own subscription. (TAN) 


Sign gift from 


TAN 7820 S. Ucchigau Avenue + Chicago 16. Utinocs 








Apply sufficient amount of “Covermark” 
to completely conceal all discoloration, ex- 
tending it beyond edges of the blemish, 





“Covermark” comes in two types; regular 
(greaseless) and waterproof (oil added). 
Select the shade nearest your skin tones. 





Banish That 
| Blemish 


1 1OSE WHO have suffered the 
| rassment of skin blemishes such 
| ym burns or cuts, birthmarks, 
dark circles under eyes and 

1 of skin blemishes, there is a 
1) hich conceals these discolora- 
| he skin. Called “Covermark,” 
aque cream that comes either 

or waterproof (oil added). 

red by Lydia O’Leary, Inc., 

k” gives best results when 

g with the other cosmetics 

cially to go with it. These in- 


- 
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ng cream, powder, cream or 
leansing cream and thinning 
very small blemishes Cover- 
» available in stick form un- 
ume “Spotstik.” 
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‘A SUMMER PLACE’ 


All of the unforgettable power and passion of Sloan Wilson’s best-selling novel, 
A Summer Place, has been brought to the screen by Warner Brothers in a Tech- 
nicolor production starring Richard Egan, Dorothy McGuire, Sandra Dee, Arthur 
Kennedy and Troy Donahue, and fea- 
turing Broadway actress Constance Ford 
and character actress, Beulah Bondi. 

The action begins at a summer resort. 
Arthur Kennedy, as Bart Hunter, a cul- 
tured New England gentleman with a 
love for the bottle who has squandered 
the family fortune and converted his 
summer mansion into an inn he runs 
with his wife, Dorothy McGuire, and 
their son, Troy Donahue. Richard Egan 
portrays Ken Jorgenson, a self-made 
millionaire who comes to the inn with 
his domineering wife, Constance Ford, and his beautiful daughter, Sandra Dee. 

The plot begins to thicken when the teen-agers fall in love and encounter opposi- 
tion from both parents. Passions are further aroused when it is revealed that 
Dorothy McGuire and Richard Egan were unhappily separated from just such a 
first love, which began at the same summer place, 20 years previously. Unfortu- 
nate lack of unccrstanding of these circumstances results in a scandal that rocks the 
New England resort and the problem is only resolved after a series of violent and 
tragic events. 





Scandal in New England. 


CAREER 


The play on which Hal Wallis’ Para- 
mount Pictures production, Career, is 
based was originally presented in a small 
and intimate off-Broadway theater. As 
directed by Joseph Anthony, the film 
version retains the warmth, vigor, hon- 
esty and excitement of the original. 
Most of the picture’s footage consists 
of an excessively long flashback and fre- 
quently it appears to be more of a play 
than a film. 

Career portrays the great conflict be- 
tween personal artistic ambition and security, which is so commonly encountered 
in the world of the theater. 

It recounts the grim, but absorbing, history of a man hopelessly wedded to the 
theater and the various personalities and problems he faces during his long, hard 
upward climb to stardom. 

Anthony Franciosa plays the pivotal part of Sam Lawson, a hapless, unhappy 
unlucky actor. His first wife, Joan Blackman, exerts pathetic pressure on him to 
leave the theater and return to the Michigan town she feels he should have never left. 

Dean Martin, in his fourth dramatic screen role, is natural and convincing as an 
untrustworthy, selfish, but ambitious director. 

Career has its flaws, but it is essentially a believable portrait of today’s theater 
world, emphasizing its failures and frustrations, its triumphs and tragedies. 





Drama in the Theater. 
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EVERY DAY CAL i, 
AS A — 


NURSE 





e a 


ty 
% 


cs 
LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can 
change your whole life. You can enjoy 
security, independence and freedom from 
money worries . . . there is no recession 


in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a 
week in good times or bad as a Practical 











YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IM- 
PORTANT ... mature and older women are 
also desperately needed. In just a few 
short weeks from now, you should be able 
to accept your first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the 
FREE complete information right now. 
There is no cost or obligation and no 
salesman will call upon you. You can 
make your decision to be a Nurse in the 
privacy of your own home. We will send 
you without obligation, your FREE sam- 
ple lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
“Nursing Facts.” 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17A10 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 
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The front view of this picture of elegant 
femininity, features a smooth, swirling 
pouff accented with a tiny rhinestone pin. 


For the new modern pouff-style, hair can 
be handled better when it is shoulder 
length with only a slight curl for body. 








gant 
rling 
pin. 




















side and back, with hair loosely draped, 
touching the forehead for a feminine coif. 


The tight curl of the French poodle, 
along with the clipped look of the Italian 
cui and the long straight swing of the 
page-boy fluff, virtually disappear from 
the fashion scene as coiffures rise to 
new heights (and depths) to meet the 
demands of a new, elegantly feminine 
look. The composite picture of today’s 
lady of high fashion is one of femininity, 
both in dress and hairdo. The soft line 
in clothes, achieved through the selection 
of fabrics and draping, is more or less 
copied in hair styles. This soft effect 
in hair is created in much the same man- 
ner through smooth swirls, long un- 
broken sweeps of hair and high, full- 
bodied puffs. For easier handling hair 
is longer, at least for styles that require 
length for proper styling. TAn’s hair- 
dos are by Camello “Frenchie” Casi- 
mir of New York, who has just returned 
from Paris with many other new ideas. 


Back can be modified French roll with top 
roll overlapping. Hair is parted in front, 
swept over the ears and pinned in back. 


For variation, three pouffs are created, both 








Hair is “draped” gracefully from forehead 
to back, and lifted high in an intricate 
spiral to create classic pouff effect. 


The side view shows the dramatic sweep of 
hair brought over the ears from back to 
front, lifting the pouff into a soft line. 














Send A Copy 


lo Your Friends 


. . » without charge 


EBONY 
Chicago 16, Illinois 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 


[f possible send the January issue. 
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N MICHIGAN CITY, IND., Mr. and Mrs. Blan Miller launched their third child, 


a daughter, Rockette; the other two: Space Andrews, one, and Solar Alexander, 
two. 


* * - 


In Pueblo, Colo., ex-convict Howard (Skip) Houston, 32, picked an address at 
random to use in passing out worthless checks, learned upon his arrest that the ad- 
dress he had chosen belonged to the city’s police chief. 


* * * 


In Multan, Pakistan, burglars paid their third visit to the home of District Com- 
missioner A. M. K. Leghari, stole $21; had used their first two visits as precaution- 
ary forays to remove the commissioner’s watch dogs and pistol. 


* * * 


In New Orleans, La., the Methodist Home Hospital formed an organization to aid 
unmarried, teen-age wayward girls, appropriately named it The Nine Month Club. 


« * * 


In Detroit, Mich., when arrested for chasing two screaming women, 60-year-old 
John Mosley explained: “I just can’t stand pretty women.” 


* a * 


In Cleveland, Ohio, 46-year-old bus driver Lafayette Holt filed a cross bill to his 
wife’s divorce suit, charged that she—37-year-old radio-TV announcer Mary Holt— 
showered more love and affection on her pet poodle, C’est Si Bon, than she did on 
him. 

t *. _ 

In Tallahassee, Fla., brothers Floyd and Willie Rivers were charged with giving 

a ride to, then robbing, Jesse James. 


* m * 


In St. Louis, Mo., a drug store owner hung this sign in his window: “This is a 
non-profit organization. We don’t intend it that way, but that’s the way it works 
out.” 

* * * 

In Wausau, Wis., a ten-year-old boy explained why he stole candy, explained: 
“The devil tells me to take it. Then the Lord tells me not to. But the Lord never 
speaks up until I’m out of the store with the stuff.” 


* * * 


In Dallas, Texas, a thief arrived at the U Do It self-service station and did it, 
helping himself to 200 pennies and three boxes of candy. 


* * * 


In Freiburg, Germany, the Association of Large Families took note of the 94 
children fathered by King Saud of Saudi Arabia, named the king honorary chair- 
man. 
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(Continued from Page 39) 


‘Leave Me Never!’ | 


in the Ozarks. and a trip there was a joke 6 o 
around town. No one ever came from Bas- 





co, because no one would admit it. 
“Well, this thing doesn’t sound good to 
So count me out.” mL 
ee ce ae a so soft, shining... 
She looked disappointed and for a mo- 


ment I wanted to give in and go with her. SO naturally beautiful 


Then her lips tightened. “I might have . — 

l ~ © New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 

known you’d say no. Must be some very ‘ : : 
: - thin, too-curly hair look longer in 

just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 

lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 

make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 

















| 
7 
| 


| 


interesting people at the club these nights, 
the way you rush to get there and stay 
later and later.” 


child, Now I hadn’t been over fifteen minutes Long-Aid gives hair a protectiy 
e . e A =E 2 LT aa ‘e 
nder, later than usual the night before and _ it shield against dampness helps 
really irked me for her to bring it up like keep hair straighter smeatioe! Mew 

or . ‘ 3 a = 5 > > +s 
that. After all, I might have taken Carol miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 

' Starkey home and I'd have been a whole tion, kills certain scalp bacteria 

— dp : certain scz é a. 
lot later! ; keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
e ad- That was the first time I actually thought ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00 


about going out with Carol. but once | 
started. the thinking came easy. [I really 
don’t think I would have done it. though, 
only at the last minute Becky got her 





















the club. usually after picking a fight with SRR RR RRR RRR RRR RRR 


Com- 
: ™ mother to keep the children and she went 
ton- on that tour. 
As luck would have it. Bill didn’t come 
to the club the first night Becky was gone. 
Carol came. though, and [ thought maybe 
» aid she was looking for him. ~ 
“lub “No.” she shook her head and smiled ee Son 
ae that slow smile of hers. “I am not looking 
for Bill and IT don’t care if IT never see him 
again. I don’t think Bill is my type at all.” 
--old S fell for the bait. “What is your type?” TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 
She looked at me. that slow smile spread- ; LONG-AID LONG-AID 
ing again. “Maybe you are.” (~ 
Any man would have been flattered. | WHITE BLEACH 
his Carol was a real good looker. She had real | PRESSING wary a AND GLOW 
pretty eyes and she knew how to use them | Neh an Wet 
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Becky. and Carol would be there and when 
[ got in the car to go home she'd be there, 
too, and I'd stop by her house. 

[ never knew if Becky suspected or not. 
[ couldn’t tell. She never said anything 
iore about me quitting at the club, or 
ibout me being late getting home. I just 
let things ride, confident that one of these 
lays I’d quit at the club and Becky would 
iit her job and we’d get back to our old 


It didn’t work out that way. 

Kathy had never been sick, except for 

old now and then. But one night she 

se sort of listless and irritable and 

Becky was worried all through supper. 

[It’s nothing,” I told her. “Kids do 
these things. By morning she’ll be running 
ill over the place and won’t even remem- 
ber feeling like this.” 

t isn’t natural for Kathy,” Becky wor- 

ried. “I don’t think you should go out 

tonight. You know how hard it is to get 
loctor at the house. What if she starts 
ng a high fever or something?” 

She won’t. After all, I have my job at 

club. We need the money.” 

[ didn’t notice Becky’s look much, then, 
I was thinking about seeing Carol. 

[ remembered it later, though, and it was 

judgment. I went on to the club, 

fter kissing Kathy and Timmy goodnight 

ike I always did. 

[ didn’t see Kathy alive again. 

[ went to the club, like always. and 
| two teams and then left a little 
ith Blondie. It was around eleven- 
when I got home and there were 
ownstairs and that seemed queer. 

When I went in, Becky’s mother met me. 

ibout time you showed up.” She 
it me, her eyes all red. “Becky tried 
ied to find you.” 

What’s wrong?” 

Kathy started running a high fever, and 

Becky couldn’t find you any place, 
ldn’t get Dr. Richards because he’s 
f town. she called us. Sam took them 


ospital and you’re supposed to go, 
>] 


like a 


1 want to.’ 
What do you mean if I want to?” I 
“Kathy’s my child. If she’s sick, 
ld be there.” 
That’s what we all thought,” she said, 
away. 
[ started out again. “What is wrong? 
Did y get a doctor?” 
y got Evanston. He doesn’t know 
is. He called in another doctor. 
Y better go on to the hospital.” 
[ tried to fight down the chill that hit 
ie was just trying to scare me to 
e because they couldn’t reach me, 
I | myself. Kids got sick quick, but it 
amount to much and they got over 
s quick. Probably Becky had made 
it of this just to get even with me 
I wasn’t at the club when she 


ild tell myself that all the way to the 
hospital and build up quite a fever for my- 
the way they were jumping down 


my throat. But when I got to the hospital 
and found Dr. Evanston talking to a 
stunned Becky, I couldn’t tell myself any- 
thing. 

I couldn’t reach Becky, either. 

Kathy had died from a quick acting kind 
of meningitis and Dr. Evanston told me 
nothing could have saved her. 

I tried to talk to Becky, but I just didn’t 
exist for her. 

Kathy was my baby, too, but neither 
Becky nor her mother seemed to realize 
that. Becky’s mother spoke to me when 
she had to, but no more than she had to. 
She and her mother made all the arrange- 
ments and I was just an odd wheel in the 
whole thing. 

I kept still, wrapped in my own grief and 
feeling sorry for myself because no one 
noticed how hard it hit me. I was sure 
Becky would turn to me, if not at the 
funeral, then when it was all over and her 
mother was gone. 


ER MOTHER didn’t leave. though, 

and things weren’t any better the 
morning after the funeral when I left for 
work. When I got home that night there 
were some boxes in the hall and Becky was 
packing some things. Her mother wasn’t 
around, but I could feel her presence in the 
house. 

“Why didn’t you let those things go 
awhile, Becky?” I asked. “You don’t have 
to get all her things out of sight right 
away. Give yourself time, first.” 

She looked at me. a lot like she had the 
other time, the night Kathy died. when I 
went on to the club. “These aren’t Kathy’s 
things. They’re yours.” 

“Mine?” 

She nodded. “TI think everything is here. 
If it isn’t, let me know where to send it.” 
“T hadn’t planned on going anywhere.” 

“Then you'd better start. I filed for 
divorce this morning.” 

That hit me. Out of a clear sky. just like 
that! I filed for divorce this morning. How 
could she do that? What grounds? Just 
because she didn’t get hold of me that 
night? 

“Is it asking too much to ask why? On 
what grounds? How long have you been 
planning this?” 

“T didn’t plan it at all,” she sighed. 
“Why? You can answer that. I’m sure. 
As to the grounds—TI didn’t name her. But 
I will, if you don’t sign the papers my 
lawyer will present you. giving me full 
custody of Timmy, the house and furniture, 
and support money each week.” 

“You can’t do this. I won’t sign any- 
thing.” 

“T’ve already done it. As for signing— 
if you don’t, then I'll still file, only on 
adultery instead of non-support and _ in- 
compatibility. I did locate you that night. 
I called . . . the landlady at .. .” she 
stumbled a little before she went on. “At 
Carol Starkey’s apartment house offered to 
call you, as she had seen you go in an hour 
earlier.” 


I couldn't bluff it out. Carol’s landlady 
knew me by sight. She spoke to us that 
night, even talked for a few minutes, in q 
way she had. She knew all about her 
tenants, and she didn’t ask questions about 
their visitors as long as there was no scan. 
dal or disturbance. But she’d testify for 
Becky, I knew that. 

I took my things to a rooming house and 
my first thought was-to see Carol. My first 
thought: but right on its heels came a sec. 
ond one, a feeling of revulsion for Carol 
and for myself. 

I couldn’t even say I'd been seeing her 
for love. Love had never entered into it, 
on either side. Carol didn’t want marriage, 
She wanted a man, wanted an independent 
life of her own. 

My third thought was to go to the club 
and get really plastered. No one would 
know or care, and it wouldn’t make any 
difference if I didn’t get home until morn. 
ing. 

Then I thought about Kathy, and I knew 
I couldn’t get plastered then or any other 
time. I went back over every minute in 
Kathy’s life and thought of all the things 
I might have done with and for her, and 
hadn’t, and that grief that washed through 
me washed out a lot more than losing 
Kathy. 

Once the thoughts got started they just 
kept on and on, like raindrops, and I re- 
membered everything that had happened 
since I first looked up that morning in the 
library of Clemens High and saw. Becky 
come in. I remembered how hard Id 
worked to get that first date and I could 
even remember how I'd felt on it. From 
the minute Becky said she’d go out with 
me, there wasn’t any doubt about what I 
wanted. I wanted to marry her and that 
made me remember how breath-taking 
she’d been in her white gown and right 
after that I remembered the vow I'd made. 

I'd made the vow, and just a few days 
later I’d forgotten all about it. putting my- 
self and what I wanted first in our mar- 
riage. building up a big picture of me, 
husband, and gradually cutting down on 
the picture of Becky, wife and never even 
building up a picture of us, family. 

I’d wanted a family, but I'd wanted it 
like a kid wanting something special for 
Christmas. I just never thought about 
earning that something special; about 
building it, together. 

Becky’s going to work hadn’t separated 
us. or pushed me into Blondie’s arms, any 
more than the way she felt after Timmy 
was born had. I’d pushed myself right out 
of the family picture by acting like a 
spoiled kid. And now it was too late. 
There wasn’t any family. 

I was still thinking about myself, up to 
this point, feeling sorry for me, because my 
house of blocks had fallen down and I'd 
gotten hurt. Sometime towards morning | 
began to think about Becky, and how it 
must have been for her, with Kathy so sick, 
and finding out I was with another woman. 

When I couldn’t stand my thoughts any- 
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more. | put on my coat and went out and 
walked until the sun was up, and people 
were going to work. Then I went back to 
the rooming house, had some coffee. and 
fell on my bed, so exhausted a sleep that 
was more like a coma than anything else 
came over me and brought forgetfulness 
for awhile. 

There’s always an awakening, though, 
and I didn’t like myself anymore when I 
woke up than I had before I went to sleep. 
{ll I could think of was. it’s too late. 
Becky and I could have had more. We 
could have been a family and even losing 
Kathy wouldn’t have been so hard, taking 
it together. 


por TWO WEEKS I was on a treadmill. 
Work all day. go back to the rooming 
house. eat. clean up. go to the bowling alley 
three nights a week, and walk home so I'd 
be tired enough to sleep. I didn’t see 
Carol but once, and she got the idea of how 
things stood when I just nodded and went 
on with my coaching. 

Then the divorce came up and I saw 
Becky in the court room and I knew she’d 
been through a rough time, too. It just 
broke my heart to see her looking so 
pinched and lost. She wasn’t any happier 
about this divorce than I was. but I didn’t 
know of anything to do about it. 

Then Timmy had a birthday and I sent 
him a toy and I sent Becky a rosebud. Id 
taken her a rosebud that first date. and I 
hope she’d remember that and remember 
that date. too. 

The judge had given me visiting privi- 
leges with Timmy and I wanted to see him 
but I was afraid I'd break down if I went. 
[kept thinking about it. though. and I sent 
Becky another rosebud on Saturday and 
that night IT drove around the block, want- 
ing to stop but not quite able to. 

Driving around the block wasn’t going 
to get me anywhere. so on Sunday after- 
noon I pulled into the driveway after the 
third time around and sat there until I got 
enough courage to get out. The grass 
needed cutting and there were sticks 
scattered here and there. I'd offer to cut 
it, if Becky gave me a chance. 

It seemed like hours after I rang the bell 
before Becky opened the door. I stood 
there looking at her. forgetting about 
Timmy, forgetting everything but how I'd 
always felt about Becky. She waited for 
me to speak. She kept her eyes down, so 
I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. 

“Td like to see Timmy if it’s all right.” 
I finally got out. 

She stepped back a little. “Come on in. 
He just woke up from a nap.” 

Timmy was shy with me at first, as if I’d 
been gone for months. Then he loosened 
up and we had a fine time, running his 
train and talking. Becky left us alone. and 
I kept wonde ering what she was doing and 
how I could talk to her and what I'd say 
if T did get a chance to talk to her. 
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i minute I thought she was going to 
to stay for supper. When I started 
e. Timmy clung to me. Becky was 
1 it hurt me. and she had never 
lovelier. I wanted to blurt every- 
ut. how I’d always felt with her, and 
| been such a fool, and how losing 
had hit me. 
just like always with Becky. I could 


k those things but I couldn’t say them. 


h 


e didn’t ask me to stay for supper. 


she did tell me to come back because 


aor 


] 
€ 


had missed me. 
1‘t want him to feel he’s lost you 
tely.” she told me. 


Neither do I. [ll come by Wednesday 


if it’s all right. I get off early that 


[ dressed as carefully on Wednesday 
ing as I had for my wedding, trying 


| 


1aad 


I 


if 


| 


Be 


id 


e different ties before choosing one. 
little plastic car for Timmy to add 


collection, and a rosebud for 


*s mother. 
Becky seemed surprised at the rosebud. 
he took it and she wasn’t so far away 


I 


immy and I were together. Timmy 


had his supper. and when it was his 


me 


1¢€ 


[ got him to pick up his toys by 
him. 


want Daddy to tuck me in.” Timmy 


] 
a 


| 
fh 


vy bit her lip while I waited. “All] 


’ she said. finally. 


il 
li 


] 


| couldn’t tell her how I felt. but I 


uld talk to her a little after Timmy was 


and I told her I'd cut the grass 
afternoon. 

iess I didn’t do a very good job.” 
led for the first time. 

not a job for a woman.” T left. be- 


[ got all choked up. thinking about 


ngs around the house that had 


| doing for a long time. only I hadn’t 


| 


| 


y ards, 


them because I was too wrapped up 
‘a little boy. 


my followed me around while I cut 


ss. gathering the sticks up in his 


and helping me cut out dandelions 
I drug the work out, hating for 


1e to come when I’d have to say 
«ht and go back to that lonely room. 


el 


le 


ne 


e’s ham for sandwiches and I can 
soup and salad. if you’ll stay and 
us.” Becky told me, when I had 
mower and dandelion cutter away 


ind went in to wash my hands. She 


rate 


| 


1¢ 


KV 


da little before the “us,” sort of 
’d swallowed first. 

if Timmy hadn’t been so excited 
I'd have said yes. 

I talked a little. over the 
little things that had no real mean- 
were sort of an exploration. A lot 
talked that very first date. 
helped us along, and when he 
ot so sleepy he could hardly keep 


and 


on 


open, it was something we could 


“TIL get his things and turn his bed 
down.” Becky stood up. 

I picked Timmy up. “Ill take him up- 
stairs.” Timmy snuggled close to me and 
quit fighting sleep. 

I undressed him, sitting on the low chair 
in the room he and Kathy had shared. 
Kathy had been wanting her own room, 
and I'd put off painting the walls of the 
extra bedroom. because I didn’t have the 
time. I’d even gotten mad when Becky 
tried to get me to do it, saying she was 
nagging. 

Becky and I had a moment of real close- 
ness, tucking Timmy in and kissing his 
soft cheek. I wanted to hold her close, and 
kiss some of the hurt away and I know she 
knew how I felt. 

She turned away from the bed and went 
out in the hall and downstairs, fast. I 
turned off Timmy’s light and followed, my 
knees so weak I thought I’d fall down the 
stairs. 

“Becky.” I stopped at the door of the 
living room. Becky stood by the fireplace. 
her back towards me. “Becky, it seems so 
futile to say I’m sorry. But I mean it from 
the bottom of my heart. There’s a lot more 
to say.” 

“Not now,” she stopped me. But quietly, 
not angrily. “I think you’d better go, Ted.” 

“T want to come back, though. I want to 
see Timmy and I want to see you and 
sooner or later the things have to be said.” 

“T know. But not You can 
Timmy anytime.” 

“And you too?” 

She waited a moment. “I’m always here. 
Ted.” 

I left it at that. then. Part of the wall 
hetween us had started to crumble. but it 
was too soon to say the things then. I 
didn’t even know how to say them. This 


time I couldn’t make a single mistake. 
T DON’T THINK I have. either. It’s been 
six weeks since that Sunday when I cut 


the grass and we put Timmy to bed to- 
I went back on Wednesday and 


yet. see 


gether. 
had supper with them and again on Satur- 
day and Sunday and it’s been three times 
a week since. Last week we took Timmy 
to the Zoo in St. Louis and on the way 
back. with Timmy sleeping sprawled across 
our laps. a lot of the things between us got 
said. 

This time I’m letting Becky know how I 
feel about her and we're talking things 
through; all the little things that cut into 
should have 
talking them 


our lives, the problems we 
worked out together—we're 
through. 

Last night we went down 
gether after tucking Timmy in and I put 
out my hand to steady Becky when she 
sort of stumbled and then T had her in my 
arms and I kissed her. 

Some of those other words came out, 


the stairs to- 


then. 


“Becky. Becky I love you so much and 


I always have. I never could tell you hoy 
it was with me when I just looked at you, 
You're so lovely and I feel all fumbly and 
awkward and my knees get weak. It’s beep 
happening to me ever since I first saw yoy 
the day you came to Clemens High and] 
used to be afraid you'd find out and maybe 
laugh at me.” 

She leaned away from me a little. search. 
ing my face. “Laugh at you. Ted? Didn' 
you know me better than that? I always 
wanted you to tell me you loved me—some. 
times I wondered if you did, or if you jus 
wanted me.” 

“IT wanted you all right. IT still do. But 
it’s because I love you so. It isn’t that | 
love you because I want you. You see hoy 
it is—I’m just not good with words. I can 
think of things I want to say to you. Then, 
you're I can’t think 
straight.” 

I kissed her again, then she pulled out 
of my arms and I knew she was thinking 
about Carol. That had to be said, too. All 
of it. I let her go, and lit a cigarette. but 
I followed her into the living room and 
talked. I guess I talked good. I forgot 
everything but the need to tell her how it 
had heen, how I’d been. [I’m not sure what 
all I said. but when I got through, a lot 
of the hurt was gone out of her face. 

“No one could ever really mean anything 
to me but you. Becky.” I told her. “If 
haven’t a chance—tell me and somehow I'l] 
get out of your life and Timmy’s. I want 
to marry you again and this time it will be 
you and me and our children making 
a family.” 


when near. even 


us 


*That’s where we made our mistake be. 
fore.” she said. “It was ‘you and me’ and 
never us, together.” 

“Tt wasn’t your mistake. You tried but 
I was too blind to see how it was. too pig- 
headed to meet you even half way.” 

“It was my mistake, too. These things 
take two.” 

“Then will you marry me again?” | 
asked. eagerly, reaching for her. 

She put me off. “Not yet. Ted. We can't 
make a mistake this time. We still have 
some more growing up to do, Tt will take 
more time.” 

“Not too long? Promise me that. Becky? 
I can wait awhile, but don’t make it too 
long.” 

“IT won't.” she promised. “We have an 
anniversary next month. Or rather, it 
would have been our anniversary.” 

“Will you marry me again on that day? 
We'll go some place and this time it will be 
different.” 

She said yes, and this time I could tell 
her what it meant to me for her to say it. 
This time I'll be able to let her know how 
I feel about her, and tell her all the things 
I only thought before. We'll be starting out 
on a real marriage, this time. Us, together. 


THE END 
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Tied To Her Apron Strings 


(Continued from Page 23) 


back past the time before you begin to 
notice what a person wore or how much 
money they spent or what their table man- 
ners were like. 

[ think I first noticed Wesley 
mar school. In Junior High we developed 
our crush on each other, and before we 
were out of high school, we had a full- 
fledged romance going. It just naturally 
lasted through my days in college when 
Wesley, whose folk had not been able to 
send him off to school. would come to visit 
me three or four times a semester. He was 
working during the day and taking a busi- 
ness course at night. 

I suppose, even then, in those college 
days when I joined a sorority, I wished 
Wesley had been on the 
been a big man in one of the men’s fra- 
ternities, or a star on the football team or 
something. But the importance of those 
things seemed to melt away any time we 


gram- 


campus and had 


were together. 

By this time, of course. Mother thor- 
oughly disapproved of our friendship. Up 
until college it hadn’t mattered. But then, 
when Wesley didn’t go away to 
Mother began to say little things. 

“You know, dear.” she mentioned once, 
“vou’re really beginning to outgrow Wes- 

y. I’m sure he must have been fun as a 
child, but now you aren’t children any- 
more. He’s drifting off his way and you’re 
going yours. You will find that education 
and new contacts and experiences will en- 
able you to grow into a richer person, while 
Wesley will stop far behind you.” 

“But Mother.” I objected, “just because 
Wes doesn’t go to college doesn’t mean 
we're separate I still come 
home in the summer and college isn’t too 
Wes to visit me. And just 
same people 


school, 


going ways. 
far away for 
because he doesn’t meet the 
I meet during the next few years 
mean that he will stop making new con- 


doesn’t 


tacts and having new experiences. He 
doesn’t have to stop ‘growing’ as you put 
it.” 


“You think not?’’ Mother almost 


snapped at me. “If some good woman 
doesn’t take him over he’ll be a shiftless 
bum before you know it. Look at his 


father; what is he? A factory 
worker who didn’t even save enough money 
tosend Wesley to college. It shows a weak- 
ness in the family. And no matter what 
you think, heredity counts in an individual. 
Just you wait and see.” 

There was no point in arguing with 
Mother when she felt that strongly about 


common 


a thing. I can remember when I was 
younger and Father used to put up an 


argument with Mother about things they 


But he soon quit. 
always 


didn’t agree on. He had 
learned that she was almost right. 
she managed to 


And even when she wasn’t. 


sound like she was just the same. 


UT MOTHER DIDN'T break up my ro- 

mance, although she tried often enough. 
When the lectures didn’t work. even though 
I wouldn’t argue. her memory suddenly 
began to fail her. She would “forget” to 
tell me that Wesley had called. or, if I was 
up in my room he did, she would 
“forget” that I was at home and tell him 
I had gone out. She also frequently in- 


vited a good number 


when 


of what she consid- 
ered to be “promising to the 
house for dinner and other gather- 
ings without my knowing about it until the 
last moment, and I was expected to enter- 
tain them. 

But despite her efforts to come between 
Wesley and me. I never really 
resented her attitude. I knew she was ac- 
tually doing what she thought was best. 
And after a while. I felt she was beginning 
us up. 


young men” 


social 


somehow 


to give up on the idea of breaking 
That was why I had finally given in to 
Wesley’s argument that we marry. I had 
wanted to long before. when I first gradu- 
ated from college. but I didn’t think the 
time was right to spring it on Mother. 
Now, a full year later. it seemed like it was 
then or never. 

“Mother.” 
shouldn’t come as any surprise to you, 
Wes and I are getting married.” 

I was looking at her then, and I saw 
how she almost dropped the book she was 
She didn’t answer for a moment, 
have 


“This 
but 


I announced finally. 


reading. 
but when she did. you would never 
guessed that she suffered any shock from 
the news, although I had seen she had. 

“T don’t know why you say it shouldn’t 
come as any surprise to me, Charlotte.” 
she said evenly, without bothering to look 
up at me. “After all. fact that 
you are thinking of marriage at all is 
rather surprising, let alone the fact that 
you say you want to marry Wesley.” 

“T didn’t say I want to. Mother,” 
rected her. “I said I’m going to.” 

“Don’t you think we should have at least 
talked about this before you made such a 
dramatic and final decision?” 

“Oh, I don’t see anything so dramatic 
about it, and I had intended to talk it over 
with you and Father but—” 

“You needn't have discussed it with your 
father,” Mother said curtly, “but I should 
think you would have at least had the 
courtesy and respect to come to me before 


the very 


I cor- 


you tried to make any definite plans, as it 


seems you have done.” 
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There was a bitterness in her voice, 
trange even for mother. And I thought 
che was on the verge of tears, although I 
had never seen her cry in my life, and 
ould not imagine her ever doing so. She 
was too cool, too efficient, too independent. 

\eain I decided not to argue with her, 
but to tell her simply what the plans were 
or the marriage. Surprisingly enough, she 
put up no further argument either. I guess 

yas thinking about the heredity busi- 
and knew that I had gotten a stub- 
born streak from her. 

I told her that Wesley and I planned to 
be married in three months, that we wanted 
» do it quietly with only a couple of wit- 
esses, that we had picked out an apart- 
and that I would continue to teach 
chool after we were married. 

Mother didn’t like the apartment loca- 
ion, and suggested that we might stay at 
sur house “for a while.” But I told her 
Wesley would certainly not agree to that, 
ind she let the matter drop. She was more 

stent about our plans for the wedding, 


nent 


wwever. 

Remember, my dear,” she said, “you 
e certain obligations to yourself, your 
ily and society. To suddenly drop from 
cht for your marriage to this boy would 
nly tend to draw attention to your poor 
in choosing a husband. It’s as though 
were admitting you were making a 
| choice. Besides, there are friends of 
whom I would like to witness your 
rriage, no matter whom you marry. 
hese are friends of the family to whom 
the courtesy. A large church wed- 
the only way. And, Charlotte, you 

t to yourself.” 
| decided to make this one concession to 
it was the first in a long line of 


[ explained to Wesley later of my desire 
or changing the actual wedding plans by 
iying simply. “After all, Wes, a girl gets 
.arried only once.” 

He liked that “only 

ficulty getting 


once” bit, so I had 
him to agree. 





\ VD SO WE WERE MARRIED. It was 

double-ring ceremony with a flower 

girl, ring bearer, maid of honor, attendants 

d hundreds of guests. Afterwards, there 

he reception with a big, multi-tiered 

ng cake, ice molded into giant swan 

, an endless flow of champagne and 

1 number of flashbulb-popping photogra- 

! had to admit I was quite thrilled. 

n't it wonderful, Wes!” I squealed 

lelightedly to my new husband as I pressed 
ind hard into his. 

It’s so lovely it’s about to make me 

ch Wesley said, and laughed good- 

iredly. That’s what I liked about Wes: 

He would always go along with the pro- 


Father was the only one there who 
‘ked like he was about to blow a blood- 
“Well,” he said disgustedly, “this 


is about the clusest thing I’ve seen to a 
three-ring circus since Ringling Brothers, 
Barnum and Bailey were in town. The 
worst part of it all is that you kids have to 
suffer through it like you were having the 
time of your lives.” 

“Oh, Daddy,” I scolded, “it isn’t really 
that bad. I’m enjoying it.” 

“How about you, Wes?” Father asked. 
“Ever seen anything so ridiculous?” 

“Yes,” Wes said slowly. “when the bears 
got loose in the monkey cage at the zoo.” 

We all laughed at that. 


F THERE HAD BEEN any doubts in 

my mind about marrying Wes—and 
there were one or two after all my mother’s 
warnings—they vanished like wisps of 
white cloud on our wedding night. Wes 
was gentle, tender, patient—and wonder- 
ful. Our two-week honeymoon, half of 
which we spent in a mountain cabin hide- 
away and the rest on a gala round of Los 
Angeles night life. made me feel like Alice 
in Wonderland. 

And the honeymoon didn’t seem to end 
then. The newness of marriage. furnishing 
our small apartment, making meals for 
Wes. and taking off for work together every 
morning was all as thrilling as the first two 
weeks had been. 

We hadn’t even had our first argument 
three months later when the city graduate 
chapter of my college sorority gave its first 


annual splash dance, a grand summer for- 
mal affair. 

“T’ve got that pretty blue gown I’ve never 
worn,” I told Wes, “but you’re going to 
need some summer formal clothes.” 

“You know, Charlotte.” Wes said. “we 
had planned to go back up to the moun- 
tains for the weekend before this came up. 
Why do we have to change our plans 
now?” 

“Why, we just have to, Wes.” I replied. 
“This is the sorority’s first time at this. and 
it’s just got to be a success. It’s liable to 
be the biggest thing of the year. We can’t 
miss it just for some dinky little mountain 
cabin.” 

“You didn’t think it was just a dinky 
little mountain cabin on our honeymoon,” 
Wes said with a sly grin. But he quickly 
wrinkled his forehead into a network of 
frowns and added: “Besides, this is one 
of the very few times this year I won’t 
have to work Saturdays at the store. I'd 
kind of like to get away from it all for a 
couple of days.” 

“Well, so would I, Wes,” I said, crawling 
onto his lap—I figured I may as well try 
to prejudice the jury—“*You know I would, 
but we can make it some other time, even 
if you have to just take off from the store. 
Besides, I want to see how handsome you 
look in white tie and tails.” 

It finally took a little more loving per- 
sistence to bring Wesley around to the idea 
than I had figured on, but at last he agreed 
with a parting shot about, “Those clothes 


are going to cost a lot more than I’m going 
to get out of them.” 

And it wasn’t long after that when Wes 
ley and I ran into trouble again. It wa 
early in the fall social season that we be. 
gan receiving invitations to numerous fune. 
tions, large and small, both formal and jp. 
formal. After a few of them, Wesley com. 
plained: “You know, Charlotte, I'm begin. 
ning to feel like a fool, trotting around 
behind you to places like the Forrests or to 
Bill Simmons’ and other folk who wouldn’ 
even speak to me in the street, notice me iy 
a bar or come to my funeral if it weren' 
for you.” 

“Oh, don’t be silly,” I said. “You're g 
regular guy. They like you.” 

“Sure,” Wes said, “I’m regular enough, 
But some of your friends are pretty high. 
brow, you know, especially those who are 
family friends of your mother. You might 
not have noticed it, but they have a way 
now and then of turning little screws to 
remind me that I am an outsider whose 
trespassing is being tolerated only because 
I happened to marry a screwball daughter 
of one of the leaders of the chosen few.” 

“You’re imagining things,” I said. “For. 
get it.” 

“No, ’'m not imagining things, and I'm 
not kidding, either, Charlotte,” Wes per. 
sisted. “Why can’t we form our own circle 
of friends, including some of the people 
we already see—there are some good Joes 
in the crowd and I don’t want to be selfish 
about this thing. But Charlotte, we had a 
lot of friends of our own all through high 
school days and before we were married. 
When did we lose that gang? Why don’t 
we see more of them?” 

“We'll see, Wes.” I answered, using a 
tone I had heard mother use often on 
Father when she wanted to dismiss an un- 
pleasant subject. I turned away from him 
and busied myself with some fresh make- 
up. Mother had usually done that, too. 





| DIDN’T WANT TO ADMIT to Wes that 

a lot of the gatherings we went to was 
because of my Mother’s insistence. She 
had impressed me with the idea that, as she 
put it, “One does not drop out of one’s 
natural environment simply to suit the 
whims of a less-cultured partner.” 

When I objected to her loose usage of 
the term “less-cultured.” in referring to 
Wes, she pointed out that there were little 
ways in which it should fit him. He did 
not, she reminded me, see the necessity of 
having wine with dinner, of attending con 
certs featuring classical music, or even of 
spooning his soup away from him. He did 
not talk of the Champs Elysées or the 
Catacombs of Paris—because he had not 
been to Paris or any other place in Europe 
—and he chose not to argue either politics 
or religion—‘“a clear indication of his lack 
of perception,” Mother concluded. 

Wes had not done much to win Mother's 
loving affection, either, when once. after 











she ‘ 
cuss! 
once 


Wor 
that 
war 
can 


and 
ide 
The 
late 
talk 
him 
kno 
inst 


‘m BOing 


en Wes. 

It Was 
t we be. 
us fune. 
| and jn. 
ley com- 
n begin. 
around 
Sts or to 
vouldn’ 
-e me in 
weren't 


4 ° 
oure a 


enough, 
ty high. 
who are 
a might 
a way 
rews to 
whose 
because 
aughter 
ew.” 


l. “*For- 


nd I'm 
es per- 
1 circle 
people 
1d Joes 
selfish 
hada 
h high 
arried. 
y don't 


sing a 
fen. on 
an un 
m him 
make- 


0, 


ps that 
oO was 
She 
as she 
one’s 
it the 


ige of 
ng to 
little 
le did 
‘ity of 
* Con 
en of 
fe did 
r_ the 
d not 
urope 
rlities 


; lack 


ther’s 
after 





she chided him about not joining in a dis- 
cussion she led, he replied tartly: “I was 
once told it is often better to remain silent 
and be thought a fool, than to speak, and 
remove all doubt.” 

Mother never forgave Wes for that. 

And by now the pattern was definitely 
set. I should have been able to see it very 
clearly. But despite these small arguments 
that arose between Wes and me from time 
to time. I failed to detect any serious threat 
to our marriage. But I was pretty dumb 
anyway. I guess. I didn’t even realize the 
griousness of our first major difference. 
It came shortly after we discovered I was 
going to have a child. I was going to have 
to give up my teaching job, of course, and 
the cold facts of economics staring 
us in the face. 

“] don’t see anything to get upset about.” 
Wes declared. “I’m taking in fairly decent 
money from my share of the store. Oh, it 
isn't a lot, I know, but we aren’t exactly 
candidates for the poor house, either.” 

“No, not exactly,” I said, brooding a bit. 
Mother and I had already discussed the 
situation, and she seemed to have come up 
with a logical solution. 

“T never did approve of your working 
after marriage anyway, dear,” she had 
said. “Now that you have sufficient cause 
to quit, I think you should consider your 
retirement from the working class to be 
permanent. And there really is no reason 
for Wesley not to give up that fish market 
Room can be made 
He may not earn 
but certainly his 


were 


and join your father. 
for him at the company. 
much more money at first, 
future would be more secure and he would 
make a lot more money in the long run.” 

Had Wesley been aware of that con- 
versation hetween Mother and I, he would 
not have been so outraged when I broke 
the idea to him later. 

“It really seems like the smart thing to 
do,” I told him, not mentioning that Mother 
had thought of it. 

“Are you out of your mind, Charlotte?” 
Wesley asked incredulously. “In the first 
place, I’m perfectly happy in the work I’m 
doing. In the second place, I don’t know 
the first thing about your father’s real 
estate business. And in the third place, my 
grocery partner can’t afford to buy me out 
and I think he’d be pretty unhappy about 
my selling my interest to someone else.” 


“Well, I’m pretty unhappy that you 
won't,” I snapped. “And there’s nothing 


that says you can’t sell your share if you 
want to. After all, it isn’t your fault he 
can’t buy you out.” 

Things got pretty bitter between Wesley 
and I that night, and he never agreed to the 
idea. I was beginning to wonder if maybe 
Thad tried to push him too far several days 
later when he suddenly announced he had 
talked to Father and they had agreed about 
him coming into the company. Wes didn’t 
know that Father had already received his 
instructions from Mother. 
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§ be 


as quite happy. and Mother seemed 
pleased herself. “I’m sure our de- 

has been a sound one,” she said. 
Wesley did not again mention the matter. 
iould have known then that I had 
cht a breach between us that might 
be healed. It can happen that way 
a woman interferes with a man and 


| 
TK 


NEXT TWO YEARS went without 
rther occurrence of any serious diffh- 
between Wesley and me. but even 
[ think I could see the smouldering 
tment that burned within him. He 
went. ate. slept and performed fam- 
nections as a matter of course. I must 
too. that I was growing unhappy 
this new lifelessness that had set into 
lationship. Perhaps that is the rea- 
made the mistake of over-planning 
la ighter’s second birthday. 
had refused to take a higher 
than he felt he was worth as a be- 
business. He worked 
ity. and began to earn more. but still 
expenses seemed to always maintain 
vith our income. and Wesley had been 
nt that we take no aid or disguised 
from And 
birthday came at just one of these 


Wesley 


in father’s 


my parents. Gwen- 
when there wasn’t much money in 
is 
ertheless. with Mother’s encourage- 
| went ahead and prepared for a big 
inviting all the children of parents 
society set. I ordered two large 
ind seven varieties of ice cream. | 
and 
hildren’s music, rented a movie pro- 


small string to come in 
and screen along with a couple of 
of Western film. and then 

and | decided on the finishing 


iches—giant lollipops with each child’s 


movie 


pressed into the candy, and a small 
watch as a gift for each of them. 

would knock their parents’ eyes out, 
said. 

Wesley. of course. didn’t know what was 

n until it was too late. Oh, he knew 

would be a party, all right, but not 

such magnificent proportions. He 

d home just as it was breaking up 
must have turned blue. 

You've done some crazy things in your 
Charlotte.” he said loudly, “but this 
ikes the cake, icing and all.” 

Nothing is too good for Gwendolyn,” I 
icily, trying to sound the way Mother 
when she had said it to me earlier. 

\bsolutely not.” Wesley snapped. “I 
we should also go right out and buy 
he Empire State Building. General 
and all the corn flakes in Battle 


That's over-simplification,” I snapped, 
to show him I was getting impatient 
= attitude. 

e its over-simplification.” Wesley re- 
gnoring my tone. “And maybe it’s a 


whole lot of other big words. But a helluva 
lot of things that aren’t too good for our 
daughter are too expensive for her parents. 
And it’s plain foolishness to buy watches 
for a bunch of kids who aren’t even old 
enough to tell time.” 

“There were some children here as old 
as six.” | reminded him. 

“Then you should have at least collected 
cash from the older ones. They probably 
can afford it. And speaking of affording it. 
how do you propose to pay for this juvenile 
orgy?” 

“Mother has been kind enough to take 
care of that.” T said with all the iciness I 
could put into my voice. 

“Oh. really now!” he said. His voice had 
risen to a shout. “Mother always takes 
care of everything. doesn’t she? She took 
care of the wedding. our friends. my job 
and now my daughter’s life. What a dope 
T was when I thought [ married a grownup 
woman. If I had wanted to marry your 
Mother, T probably could have done it. you 
know. I don’t think your father would have 
had any objections to getting rid of her.” 

Without even realizing what I was doing. 
I slapped his face with all the strength I 
could muster. The look in his eves when 
T had done it frightened me instantly. But 
in that same moment I realized that Mother 
would never have backed down. She would 
have bluffed her way through. I stared 
coldly at Wesley. 

“Was that for your mother?” Wesley 
asked evenly. 

“Tes,” 

“That’s all I wanted to know.” he said. 
“T could take it from you. but I won't take 
it from her.” 

He wheeled and walked 
room. Soon [ could hear the sound of his 
packing. When he had a suitcase together, 
he came out. ready to leave. I looked at 
him but I didn’t speak. 

“T hope you and your mother will be 


I said without emotion. 


into the bed- 


very happy together.” he said. 
He closed the door softly behind him. 


\ ‘OTHER COULDN'T have been hap- 
si pier. Nor did she wait to say, “I told 
you so.” 

There was triumph in her face when she 
declared. several days later after Gwen- 
dolyn and I had gone to live with her: “I 
warned you that the whole family was 
weak. He couldn’t face the responsibilities 
of marriage and parenthood. No man, no 
real man, would walk out on his wife and 
child.” 

When Mother had said practically the 
same thing a few days before. [ had been 
hurt and shocked by Wesley's actions. and 
her words then had rung with truth Now, 
having had time to think and to grow weary 
of Mother’s endless tirade against Wesley, 


Father and men in general. I did not find 
her speech particularly comforting. 

A week later. Wesley moved back into 
the apartment, and when I learned of this, 


my first inclination was to telephone him, 


T wasn’t sure what I was going to say. by 
I knew that the sound of his voice woul 
much me. We had never beep 
away from each other before. But Mother. 
of course. would not hear of it. 

“He has done this of his own choosing,” 
she said. “and it is the best thing that coulj 
ever have happened for your sake and 
Gwendolyn’s.” 

It is strange how T could continue t 
obey her even when T no longer agreed 
with her. But now it seemed nothing reall 
mattered. neither Mother’s snide remarks 
nor her attempt to make Gwendolyn an 
me feel at home nor her thinly-veiled sug. 
that Bill Simmons and_ Bobby 
Forrest were still very eligible young men 
and that T would do well to attract their 
attentions. Not that this would have reall 
satisfied her. Mother did not want to see 
me with anv man. 

But now IT was desperately lonely and 
naturally blamed Wesley. He had been s 
sweet and good to be with at first. If onl 
he hadn’t changed. [f only he—but that 
was it. Wes hadn’t changed. It was I who 
had attempted to change him. and in trying 
to be the man T wanted him to be. Wes had 
lost his ewn character. his own identity. the 
one I loved. And. he had fought his way 
back to himself by leaving me. He hadn’ 
ziven in. like Father had to Mother. giving 
me a chance to despise him as T really had 
unknowingly despised father’s weakness, | 
loved Wes the way he had been before 
T married him. and that was the way | 
wanted him now. 

T understood it all for the first time. and 
knew that a telephone call would never do. 
T dressed to go see him. 

Mother. of course, was furious. but this 


mean to 


gestions 


time T was ready for her. 

“Don’t say anything.” 
“Don’t say one word.” 

“T won't.” she said tightly. “TI won't re. 
mind you of all I’ve tried to do for you.” 

“Like what?” I countered. “Ruin my 
marriage? That cold dissection of men you 
specialize in is really just a coverup for 
your own weakness. What did you ever do 
to gain such a lofty position in society? 
You got there off the fact that Father 
makes a lot of money, and in this town 
money is society. That overbearing attitude 
of yours works simply because other people 
are too polite to return your ill manners. 
And you resent Father because you have t@ 
depend on him and his money to keep you 
up there on your imaginary throne. Well. 
I’m no longer one of your loyal subjects 
Wes never was, and our daughter is never 
going to be.” 

I was dressed now, and going out the 


T warned her. 


door. 
Mother stood there with 
drained from her face. 


“I’m sorry, Mother,” I said, “but thats 
> 


the blood 


the way it is.’ 
I dashed out the door with Gwendolyn. 


I couldn’t wait to see Wes. THE END 
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Let Me Love—Just This Once 


(Continued from Page 21) 


own room. but somehow or other. all the 


joy was gone, 


HE NEXT EVENING. however. I was 

all excited, and even Dad seemed to 
have grudgingly relented. Eighteen years 
old. and getting dressed for my first date! 
[ felt almost sinful. But why shouldn’t I 
have a chance for friendship and laughter, 
maybe even something else—? 

When Jamey came that evening. so 
smooth. relaxed and gracious, I felt again 
as if I were Cinderella going to the ball. 
The only shadow over the whole lovely 
evening was the unhappy. lost look on 
Dad’s face. He tried to hide it but he 
couldn't. and I was torn inside to know 
that he was unhappy. 

Onee away from the house. however. I 
forgot much too easily. Jamey had a con- 
vertible. though for some reason we'd done 
without it last night. and we drove along 
with the top down. He’d decided on a 
drive-in movie, and that suited me just fine. 
Afterwards. we had hamburgers and cokes. 
and talked about the movie, and about 


Jamey. Then. he brought me promptly 
home and* with a light. “See you in 


church.” said goodnight. 

So this was the young man Dad didn’t 
like. But why? Never had IT met anyone 
nicer. Perhaps Dad didn’t want me to date 
anyone... Resolutely I pushed the unkind 
thought from my mind. When Dad got to 
know Jamey better. he’d like him too. I 
was quite certain. 

During the weeks that followed. Dad did 
have the opportunity to get to know Jamey. 
hecause he became almost a regular fixture 
around the place. T was on Cloud Nine. 
T guess I shouldn’t have let Jamey know 
just how much he meant to me. but sud- 
denly he was the center of my world. 

The first time he kissed me. I responded 
wildly. and Jamey said softly. surprised, 
“Hey— what do you know!” 

My work at the church suffered badly. 
Being there mostly by myself, I’d find my- 
self daydreaming the hours away. and 
when Reverend Thomas ask for 
something. it would be only half done. He 


would 


chided me gently. saying over and over that 
it wasn’t like me. Dad seemed to have gone 
into a little shell. At first he teased, but 
as he began to see I was intensely serious 
about Jamey. the shadow returned to his 
face. IT guess he hoped, if I ever did be- 
come interested in men, it would be some- 
one like Nelson 

But Jamey had brought happiness and 
a light into my life. It didn’t matter that 
he didn’t seem to feel as deeply as I did. 
as long as he wanted to be with me. At 
parties, when he'd casually go off with 
other girls, I would just curl up and die 
on the inside until he came back to me. 


grown, our neighbor. 


I'd try to smile. but I didn’t understand 
about the play. the light touch. With 
Jamey. I didn’t want to. and I kept hoping 
I was “the one.” 

When the their annual 
Black and White dance. I spent hours on 
a new hairdo, and more exciting makeup 
I'd seen in the magazines. That evening 
when Jamey came. the sudden way his face 
lit up when he saw me was repayment for 


Revelers had 


all my time and effort. 

“You're beautiful.” he said. his voice full 
of awe. 

“Thank you.” IT said. knowing it wasn’t 
so. but liking the sound. 

I pinned on my corsage—an orchid— 
and we listened to Dad’s usual rulings that 
we “have a good time. and don’t stay too 
late.” 

This time Jamey didn’t leave me. not for 
long. He danced two or three times with 
Irene. and some of the other girls in the 
gang. but returned quickly to me. When 
the dance was nearly over. Irene and her 
date. Ray Mills. suggested we come along 
with the others to Rainbow’s End. a new 
club some distance out of town. Jamey 
easily accepted. and although I felt this 
would make me late getting home. I did 
so want to ‘belong.’ 

So. we all piled into cars. and were off 
down the highway. It wasn’t too far. and 
soon we were following the others into the 
of the Rainbow’s End. I was 
pleasantly surprised at how lovely and ex- 


Then we were on our way. 


driveway 


tensive the place was. as I'd heard Dad 
refer to it as “that roadhouse.” The main 
building sprawled in front of us. each wing 
large enough to be an individual building. 
Down at the end of a gently sloping gravel 
path. a swimming pool glistened in the 
moonlight. There were ooh’s and abhh’s, 
and several wishes for swim suits. 

It was equally charming inside. and it 
really seemed like the traditional pot of 
gold. Seated at one of the booths. the 
others began to order drinks. When Jamey 
asked what I wanted. I was absolutely 
petrified because IT didn’t even know the 
which one I 


names of much_ less 


wanted. In desperation, I pulled out what 


any. 


I hoped was a bright answer. “You order,” 
I said. 

He did. and when the waitress returned 
with the drinks. mine was something pink 
and frothy. quite cool and it didn’t taste 
bitter. as I'd been terribly afraid it would. 

“This is very good.” I told Jamey. laugh- 
ing at my fears. 

“I'm glad you like it.” he said. “I 
thought it would suit you.” 

When they re-ordered, I found myself 
with another tall pink glass in front of me. 
This one tasted good, too. Everyone was 
laughing at just anything, now, and I. too. 


felt warm and very pleasantly disposed 


toward everyone. especially Jamey. Some- 
one suggested that we go over on the other 
side and dance, and it seemed like a good 
idea. Only. when I stood up. it wasn’t such 
a good idea. Too, Jamey, was just teaching 
me how to dance, and with the drinks, | 
was suddenly terror-stricken at the idea. 
My head felt light and funny, and my feet 
didn’t belong to me. 

“Jamey.” I said. and. horror of horrors. 
the words came out in a slur, “don’t feel 
like dancing right now.” 

“Sure. honey.” he said, smiling. Then. 
looking at me closely. he continued. “Let's 
take a walk outside. We can see how fabu- 
lous this place is.” 

He took my arm. and we left the others 
at the dance floor, Jamey saying briefls 
that he wanted to show me the swimming 
pool. Just stepping out into the cool night 
air, I felt much better. and after a few deep 
breaths. my head began to feel clearer. 

“Let’s go and see that swimming pool,” 
Jamey said. “Can you make it okay?” 

“Sure,” I said. and taking a step for- 
ward. stumbled and would have fallen if he 
hadn't caught me in his arms. We both 
laughed. and then stopped laughing and 
only looked at each other a moment before 
he kissed me. not like he’d ever kissed me 
before. 

“Let’s get out of here.” he said. almost 
roughly. 

“And leave the others?” I 
weakly. not really caring. 

“They won't care.” he 
thought. “and probably won't even notice.” 

I asked no more questions. then. just 
followed Jamey. We climbed into the con- 
vertible and wordlessly. he drove away 
from the club. I couldn’t understand— 
he seemed almost angry with me. for some 
reason. Suddenly I realized we weren't 
going in the direction of town. 

“Where are we going?” I asked Jamey. 

“Somewhere—anywhere—that I can be 
alone with you.” he answered. low. “I just 
can’t face stopping in front of your house. 
and your Dad—not right now.” 

I didn’t object. I didn’t care if he went 
to China. as long as he took me with him. 
Suddenly he swerved off the main road, 
into a little grove. The car jerked to a 
stop. as he applied the brakes abruptly. I 
felt all shivery in the sudden quiet. but was 
happy just being with Jamey. so wonder- 
fully alone. 

We turned to each other. in a kiss like 
back at Rainbow’s End. I wasn’t entirely 
sure of any how or why. only that I knew 
I wanted to give myself to him completely. 


And I did... 


protested 


dismissed the 


FTERWARDS. I guess I should have 

been the regretful one. but it was 
Jamey who was remorseful and sorry, while 
I was wildly elated. It was I who mur- 
mured things about love and “we'll get 
married.” Jamey avoided saying anything. 
seemed worried about my father. and 
talked about going to college. and ‘later’ 
as far as marriage was concerned. 
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Dad wasn't even awake when we finally 
iched home, and I was glad, because I 
elt different, and was sure he could tell 
is different. Funny, I didn’t for one 
nt think anything was wrong. I knew, 
of course, that we should have waited until 
ere married, but I felt that with Jamey 
hing was all right. I simply couldn’t 

ensation of wrong doing. 
lid I the next day, or the next. I 
till in the center of a lovely warm 
[ found Dad looking at me strangely, 
ies, but he said nothing. At church, 
[ d y work with a song on my lips. 
E hen Jamey didn’t call, I still felt no 
He had mentioned taking a summer 

1 I knew he was busy. 

Howeveeawhen almost a week had gone 
| he still hadn’t called, a tight little 
beginning to take hold of me. I 
ask Reverend Thomas, although 
him almost daily. What was wrong? 
| | no one to turn to, no one to help me. 


one afternoon, when I was leaving 


Jamey suddenly appeared from 
vor, very casual like. 
Hi, Margaret.” he said, all smiling and 
“How’s the church program?” 


ey!” T exclaimed, not really know- 


t to say. “I’ve— missed seeing you 
week,” 
Oh, that,” he said lightly. “I’ve an 


job at the Bijou Theatre. Cuts out 
f my summer fun, but the pay is 


He flashed that charming smile. 
Oh.” I said in a small voice. We walked 


in silence. What had happened to 


the magic? We had had some- 


very lovely, I thought. Did ex- 
our love mean losing it? Why? 


made small conversation about 

ny things people did at the theatre, 

1 when we'd walked the five blocks to 
e. he said a casual “Bye.” and was 


[ still stood there. in front of the gate, 

ng what had happened! He was so 

1ot a word of caring, or affection, 

: mention of seeing me again, soon. 

Finally going inside. I kept up an appear- 

f good cheer for Dad’s sake, but I 
despondent, and confused. 

irch, we had started planning the 

July fourth picnic, which was a 

vay. Surely Jamey would ask me 

the picnic with him. Why, even 

would expect it, and I bent every 

that I saw Jamey a 

of times that week, still casually, 

ind he said nothing about the picnic. He 

alled. but there was his job, of 


direction. 


i lly, it was the day of the picnic. 
Vel Brown took Dad and me, as he did 
year. And Jamey didn’t come! Rev- 
erend Thomas mentioned that he had to 
lrive over to Edensville. The whole day 
oiled for me, and I began to feel 

it he was deliberately avoiding me. 
\fter the day of the picnic. I worked 


furiously on the church programs and com- 
mittees, refusing to realize that perhaps 
Jamey didn’t care. telling myself that he 
was busy working. Dad was pathetically 
glad that Jamey had stopped calling and 
coming by, and I told myself ruefully that 
at least somebody was happy out of the 
whole business. 

One evening, the latter part of July. I'd 
gone down to the drugstore for some medi- 
cine—sort of funny taste in my mouth. and 
upset stomach lately. I was standing at the 
counter, waiting for Dr. Perkins to wrap 
the bottle, when I heard, from a nearby 
booth, an old familiar voice. saying some 
old familiar words: 

“sure are the prettiest thing I ever 
saw in all my life.” 

It was Jamey! There was a gay little 
laugh, and I heard Irene Harvey’s merry 
answer, “Oh, really. Jamey!” 

“T mean it, honey,” Jamey was saying, 
his tone of voice sounding as if she were 
the most precious thing in the world. 

I stood rooted to the spot. I didn’t want 
to hear any more, but I couldn’t move. 
There was more—the same things he’d said 
to me. Part of me died, right then and 
there, at that moment. Now, at last, I knew 
the answer to all the things I hadn’t known 
before. the bitter answer. Now, now, came 
the guilt that I couldn’t feel the night at 
Rainbow’s End, pouring over me like scald- 
ing, burning sulfuric acid. Now 1 knew 
what Dad had tried to protect me against. 
was afraid of. My stomach churned, and I 
thought I was going to be sick right there. 

I jerked the medicine from a surprised 
Dr. Perkins. and ran out of the drugstore. 
The medicine! I stopped dead in the mid- 
dle of the street. Was it really an upset 
stomach? I did some quick mental arith- 
metic. and came up with terror. Oh, God, 
no! Jamey’s rejection was bad enough, 
and to hear his words caring for someone 
else. Please, God. don’t let me pay the 
biggest price! Don’t let me be pregnant! 
Blindly. T ran all the way home. 

Thankfully, Dad wasn’t about. and rush- 
ing up to my room, I fell sobbing on my 
bed. I don’t know how long I’d been there 
crying. when I heard my father’s voice at 
the doorway. saying. “Margaret, what is 
i 

He had used his crutches. and come up 
the steps! 

“Dad!” I jumped up quickly. 
shouldn’t have come upstairs.” 

“What is the matter. Margaret?” he 
asked. brushing aside my protests. 

I tried to say it was nothing, but T was 
too tired. too dead, too weak and too need- 
ing to share it all with someone. God for- 
give me, I told him. crying all the while. 
everything. And where my feeling had 


“You 


been pain, his was fury—the deepest, 
blackest fury I’d ever seen. 

His voice was thunder when he said. “T’ll 
kill him!” 

“Dad, no!” I screamed, as he went down 
the steps and out of the house, slowly, awk- 
wardly on the crutches. I ran after him, 


trying to get him to stop, but it was like 
trying to stop the wind. I ran back home. 
and called Reverend Thomas. Crying hys. 
terically, I told him Dad was coming for 
Jamey, and why. Reverend Thomas was 
shocked, but he was earthy enough to grasp 
the situation, and be concerned both for 
Jamey and for Dad. He tried to reassure 
me, and quickly hung up. Again. I ran 
after Dad, who was now almost at the end 
of the next block, moving inexorably for. 
ward. 

I wish I could forget what happened 
next, but until I die, and for all eternity 
afterward, I shall remember. I see so clear- 
ly, even now, the bright circle of the street 
lamp on the corner, and Dad swinging the 
crutch forward as he started across the 
street. Then, hurtling around the corner, 
the automobile, and the driver didn’t see 
Dad until too late—I screamed and ran 
forward, as other people came up. 

The driver of the car had stopped im- 
mediately, and I could see Reverend Thon- 
as running from the other direction. I kept 
crying. “Dad, Dad,” and trying to get to 
him. but firm hands held me back. and | 
recognized Nelson Brown and other neigh- 
bors. I was erying and screaming that it 
was my fault, and they were trying to com- 
fort me. Ambulance and police cars came. 
and Reverend Thomas gently told me that 
he was dead. For a fierce moment, [| 
screamed that it should have been me. then 
I knew no more. 





] HEN I finally came back to the night- 

mare of living, I was at home. and 
Reverend Thomas. Mr. Brown and some 
neighbor ladies were there. Reverend 
Thomas had called my Aunt Maud in 
Edensville. and she was coming right away. 
I was still quite numb, and though the 
scene was engraved on my heart forever. 
I couldn’t believe Dad was dead. T couldn't 
ery. although I was full of tears. 

Everyone was very kind, but I could see 
Reverend Thomas was also worried about 
me. He finally maneuvered to get me away 
from the others, so that he could express 
concern as to what I planned to do. 

“Your Aunt Maud has said she wants to 
take you back to Edensville with her, of 
course.” he said. “I—uh—gather from what 
you've said. that you very much don’t want 
to see that nephew of mine again.” He 
lowered his eyes in embarrassment. 

“Tt isn’t all Jamey’s fault,” I said, more 
embarrassed than he, “and I’m not even 
sure yet. I haven’t been to a doctor.” 

“You must tell Jamey, though,” Rev. 
Thomas said firmly. “This is not your 
burden alone. You'll tell him, or I will.” 

“Not now.” I said. receiving wisdom from 
somewhere. “Perhaps later, but not now.” 

Reverend Thomas seemed undecided, but 
I knew he wanted to do what was best for 
me. At that moment, Nelson Brown came 
over to us and said to me, 

“I must go, now, Margaret, but if there 
is anything at all I can do for you. you have 
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only to let me know. And | mean anything 
at all.” 

“Thank you. Nelson.” I said. knowing 
that he did mean it, and feeling reassured 
by his kindness. 

Turning back to Reverend Thomas, | 
knew that I should make the decision. “I 
will go. now, to Aunt Maud’s,” I said, 
knowing that would be what Dad would 
want. “Later, if there is anything to tell 
Jamey. I will let you know.” 

I heard. then, someone in the living room 
singing Dad’s favorite hymn: 

When peace like a river o’erfloweth 

my soul 
When sorrows like sea billows roll 
Whatever my fate, thou hast taught 

me to say 
It is well, it is well with my soul 

And I suddenly knew that it was for Dad. 
and somehow, would be for me, too. 


THE END 








Is Love Really Necessary 
(Continued from Page 17) 


But there is a word of caution to be en- 
tered here for those seeking to make their 
marriage a six-in-one success: the ideally 
happy marriage is almost a myth. emerging 
into reality for only about one in twenty 
couples. The New York Bureau of Hygiene 
found, in a study of 1,000 women selected 
from all walks of life, that while less than 
6 per cent considered their marriages ideal. 
80 per cent were “moderately happy” and 
only 14 per cent were definitely happy. 

And. despite the glowing testimonies in 
love’s behalf, a startling percentage of 
women do not marry for love. In polling 
18.000 recently-married women, the Insti- 
tute of Marital Relations found that only 
56 per cent married for love. The principal 
reasons why the other 44 per cent accepted 
husbands: 1) security: 2) 
ing an old maid and 3) desire for children. 


fear of becom- 


Psychologists. however. do not look with 
favor upon such marriages. Most agree. 
too, that there should be some physical con- 
siderations made by men and women about 
to approach the altar. May-December ro- 
mances, for instance, are not viewed as 
sure-fire bets. and the outside pressures 


exerted upon interracial marriages are 
legend. Yet. neither age alone nor race 


alone is to be considered the sole reason 
for not taking the marital vows. 

A rather excellent summing up of the 
whole proposition of love and marriage was 
once summed up by Paul Popenoe of the 
American Institute of Family Relations. 
who observed: “Love springs from a bi- 
ological impulse. but a biological impulse 
alone is not a sound basis for marriage.” 

A matron of many years marital expe- 
rience offered much the same conclusion 
when she observed: “At first it seems that 
sex occupies an all-powerful position in 
wedded bliss, but later it assumes its prop- 
er, and far less awe-inspiring place in the 
marital evele.” 
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I Lived With Fear 


(Continued from Page 33) 


ful, paralyzing helplessness. .. . 

[ put him through a quick bath. His 
were half-closed by the time I had 

elled him dry. I tucked him into bed 

kissed him gently. He was asleep be- 
[ closed the door. 

Feeling old and tired. I went out to the 
and lay down in the lawn swing, in 
ade. Todd and Debbie were lying 

side in the full sun. their bodies 
ing with perspiration. looking re- 
| and sleepy. That was another differ- 
between us. Todd was like a big, 
animal. loving the sun and wind, 

nd and the sea. [ hated the hot fin- 
f the sun on my skin. hated the grit- 

. . Once 

differences had been a strong attrac- 

dut lately they 


of sand between my toes. 


vetween Todd and me. 
id become a wedge. driving slowly but 


vetween Us. 

xdd stirred and turned over. throwing 
his face. He said gruffly, 
I ine id okay?” 


[ said wearily. “He’s asleep.” 


ns over 


Yellow.” he muttered disgustedly. “He’s 
| But Ul 


iain 


f it’s the last thing I do. 


teach him to 
And don’t 


pitving him and making him sorry 


vellow. 


imself. see? Just because yvow’re 
1 of vour own shadow i 
H voice trailed off. and IT lav silent. 


H rds hurt me deeply. Yet. he was 
And I didn’t want 
e to grow up like me. scared of every- 


I was a coward. 


He had to be strong. 

it remember a time when [ wasn’t 
|. I think I must have been born that 
But even if I hadn’t been. my mother 
coward out of me. 


ld have made a 


other word she ever said to me was, 
ze. don’t get hurt!” 

hink the earliest memory I have is of 

when Mama took me to the park. I 

ave been about three or four. and I 

iber it was spring. I remember how 

ds sang. and how wonderful it was 

and play. A huge dog came gam- 

icross the grass toward me. Mama 

| stopped to speak to someone, so I 

to play with the dog. Suddenly she 

and I can still hear her scream. 

Midge. look out. the dog will bite you! 


pped. paralyzed by sudden fear— 
I began to 
startled 
ground, I 


was going to bite me! 


too. and the dog gave a 


the 


seared | 


knocking me to 
but I 


People came running. and Mama 


hurt, Was so was 


ed me up, erying and fussing over 
« me how dogs carried germs and 
She said if one ever bit me I would 


e awful disease. I never saw a 


dog after that without feeling screams in 
my throat. 

That’s how it was all the time. T couldn't 
throw snowballs like the other children be- 
cause I might get hurt. [ couldn't roller- 
skate because I'd get my knees all skinned 
up and maybe break a leg. T mustn't climb 
trees because I might fall. T couldn't walk 
to school alone because I might get lost or 
be hit by a car at a crossing. When T was 


nine an uncle gave me a bievele. but I 
wasn’t allowed to ride it even once. \lama 
said I’d surely get killed in traffic. I did 


feel a pang of regret when she put it away 
in the garage. but by that time I was so 
steeped in fear myself that I never ques- 
tioned her safety rules. 

Things might have heen better if Dad had 
lived. if there had been other children in 
the family. But T was all Mama had and 
she wasn’t taking chances. To the 
worst thing on earth was getting hurt. and 


her 


it got so my anticipation of pain was almost 
worse than feeling it. 

Unless you’ve lived through it yourself 
vou can’t know how awful it is to grow up 
like that. Always scared 
nite thing like what will happen if vou 
flunk an exam or can’t bill. Just 
afraid of being hurt. Afraid of pain. Afraid 


not of anv defi- 


pay a 


of death. . . . Those fears molded my 
whole life. Even to mv choice of a job! 


Being a bookkeeper was the safest thing 
I could think of. so that’s what T became. 
burying myself in a tiny office on the mez- 
zanine floor of a ladies’ dress shop. 

I hated being the way T was. But I 
couldn’t overcome it. Mama had done too 
good a job. I called myself a coward. T 
cringed with shame at the silly excuses | 
was always making to cover my fears. 
Naturally T hadn’t many for I 
never dared do things other girls my age 
did—skating. skiing. riding. ... 


friends. 


J RONICALLY. IT WAS a near-accident 

that brought Todd and me together. It 
was on a day in late November. with the 
rain coming down in sheets and the wind 
blowing so hard it was all T could do to 
cling to my umbrella as [ walked home 
from work. That was why I stepped off the 
curb without looking carefully both ways 
like I usually did. Then everything hap- 
pened at once—a car horn blowing wildly. 
the scream of brakes. a blast of wind that 
tore my umbrella right out of my hand. 
And there. 
skidding—was a huge truck. | 


almost on top of me and still 
tried to 
jump, to scream. but I was rooted to the 
spot. For a second I saw the frightened 
face of the man behind the wheel. looming 
big and unreal through the rain-sheeted 


windshield—-and the next thing [ knew I 


had fallen, right there in the street. | 
waited for the wheels to crush me, waited 


to die. ... 

Instead there was a man’s big figure 
towering over me. and his voice. more puz 
zled scared. “Hey. what gives? | 
didn’t hit you—TI stopped two feet hack! 
Did you slip, or what? Are you okay?” 

[ looked up into a jaunty. strong face. 
All at once I felt just plain silly. 
I was so seared I fell down.” I said meekly, 

For a minute he just stared at me. Then 
he sat back on his heels and gave a shou 
of laughter. “Good lord. you really were 
scared. weren’t you? Not that I 
he added hastily. as angry 
formed in my eyes. “Here. let me help 


than 


I cues 


blame 
you, tears 
vou.” 

He took me home. still chuckling over 
how seared I was. and then he made a date 
to see me that night. I was angry at his 
laughter—what was funny about nearly 
being hit by a truck? 

But even then, right from that first time, 
I felt drawn to Todd. The thing that drew 
me was his utter. absolute fearlessness. He 
was so completely unafraid that I felt safe 
just being with him. 

(nd T guess it wasn’t surprising that my 
helplessness attracted him. He 
laugh at me a lot. but in a teasing way, 
and [ could tell he felt sort of proud of 
my being so timid and scared. 

“You need a real man to take care of 
you, Midge.” he said after we'd had several 
dates. “I'd like to take on the job. I love 
you, you funny little kid. Let’s get married. 
I make pretty good dough in 


used to 


what say? 
that warehouse job—” 

“Oh yes. Todd.” I breathed happily. “I 
can’t think of anything more wonderful 
than being. married to you! You're so 
strong you even make me feel safe.” 

Even Mama approved of my marrying 
Todd. “You’ve got a good husband in 
him.” she said. “He'll look after you.” 

It was wonderful. being married to Todd. 
He was all the things I wished T was—big 
and hearty and rushing out to meet life. 
He simply didn’t know the meaning of fear. 
He loved his work, he loved sports. He 
insisted [ go with him when he skated or 
played ball on the company team or went 
skiing up in the mountains. At first just 
watching him seared me to death. but he 
was so sure and strong that [ finally got 
over my fears too. For him, that is—not 
for myself. But with Todd looking after 
me it no longer seemed so important. 

Then. when we'd been married nearly a 
became Talk about 
seared! [ was so seared I could hardly 
bring myself to tell Todd. But when If did 
tell him, he nearly went out of his mind 
with pride and joy. His happiness was s0 
ereat | was ashamed to let him know how 
frightened I was. I did confide my fears 
to the doctor, and his sensible. calm talk 


vear, I pregnant. 


helped. 
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The first thing he did when we were sure 
was t» go out and buy a mitt and bat and 
pall. I laughed helplessly until I cried. 
“What if it’s a girl, silly?” I asked him. 

“A girl,” he repeated. thunderstruck. 
Then he laughed. “It'll be a boy,” he said 
confidently. 

One night when I couldn’t sleep I got to 
thinking about all that lay ahead, the pain 
and all. and I began to cry. Todd woke up. 
and for a minute even he was worried. “Is 
something wrong. Midge? The baby—?” 
I wailed. “Scared of the 


” 


“I’m seared,” 


pain—something might go wrong... 
Todd sat up in bed and turned on the 
licht. “What the heck brought this up?” 
he demanded. “You've got a good doc, and 
youve been feeling fine. Sure. I know 


having a baby hurts. but you aren’t the 
first woman who ever had one, you know.” 

I could hardly believe my ears. Always 
before when I was frightened Todd had 
heen ready to laugh at me. This time he 
was annoyed. That was the first time I 
felt hurt at his lack of understanding. But 
| realized too that my fears could drive 
us apart if I didn’t start controlling them. 
and I couldn’t stand that. So I said. “I’m 
sorry. Todd. I was silly.” 

Fortunately for me I had a wonderfully 
easy time both with the pregnancy and the 
birth. The baby was a boy, just as Todd 
had predicted, and when I Todd’s 
pride I felt it was more than worth it all. 
I was a little disappointed that the baby 
was small and dark like me. I’d wanted 
him to look like Todd. But Todd didn’t 


He went around as proud as 


saw 


seem to care. 
if he’d made Stevie by hand out of scraps 
he’d found in the attic. 

The first Sunday morning I was home 
from the hospital Todd watched me give 
the haby his bath. When I took him out 
of the water Stevie began to cry lustily. 

“Hey, look at that chest expansion!” he 
said proudly. “He'll be a real champ, that 
kid. By the time he’s six he’ll be able to 
lick kids twice his size!” 

And all at once I was scared again—but 
not for myself. / was afraid for Steve. | 
had a flash picture of my baby with torn 
clothes, blackened eyes, a bloodied nose, 
and a wave of faintness went over me. “Oh, 
Todd. fight, do 


you?” 


you don’t want him to 
I wailed. 


“You bet I do,” he said. grinning teas- 


ingly at me. “This is a boy you've got, 
Midge, not a dainty little girl. By golly, 


he’s going to grow up to be a real man 
too.” 

Suddenly I realized Todd was right. I 
wouldn’t do to my son what Mama did to 
me. I wouldn’t make a coward out of him! 
I wrapped him in a blanket and put him 
in Todd’s arms. What a picture they made 
—bhig Todd and tiny Steve. 
and my 


my husband 
said from my heart, “I 
couldn’t ask anything better for our boy 
than having him be exactly like his daddy, 
Todd.” 


son. I 


Todd swelled with pleasure. but he said 
“He'll be better than his old man, 


tougher. I’ll help 


humbly. 
Midge. 
him, show him how.” 

How I loved Stevie’s baby days. 
everything about caring for him 


Smarter—and 


I loved 


dressing 


him. bathing him. crooning lullabies to 
him. Even then there seemed to be a spe- 


cial closeness between Stevie and me. I 


was just while he was so 
he got older he’d belong 


And I wanted 


told myself it 
tiny, because as 
more to Todd and less to me. 
it that way. I wanted my son to be strong 
and brave like his father. 

3ut as time went on it became increas- 
clear that Stevie was me all over 
He looked like me and he was like 


Todd’s rough- 


ingly 
again. 
He never did 
He was happiest when he 
leafed 
pictures. He 
though I 
He seemed to 


me. care for 
and-tumble play. 
listened to me tell him stories. or 
through books looking at the 
could 


don’t know how he learned. 


read when he was four, 
just know. 

Todd was annoyed at his timid, 
“Don’t baby him so much,” 
impatiently. “Let him get a few bumps.” 

“T try. Todd.” I'd “But 
he’s still just a baby. Give him time.” 


bookish 
ways. he’d say 


say anxiously. 


WAS THREE when I became 
I was glad. I hoped 
this would be another boy, the kind of boy 
Todd wanted. A rough-and-tumble baby 
who would be Todd’s double. 
so much I wasn’t even so scared this time. 
I kept praying it would work out right, for 
already I knew Todd was a little disap- 
pointed in his first-born. 

And I wish—almost. The new 
baby edition of Todd from 
the moment of birth. strong and active and 


girl, We 


QTE IE 
\" pregnant again, 


I wanted it 


got my 


was a junior 


lusty. But it was a not a boy. 
called her Debbie. 

Todd took her 
grace. “A boy for 
sang in his off-key baritone, grinning down 
at me in the hospital bed. Only we both 
knew it wasn’t quite that way. 

Still. for a long time we were happy 
enough. taking 
I was too 


being a girl with good 


me. a girl for you.” he 


Todd was working hard, 
overtime when he could get it. 
busy even to think of being frightened or 
worried. Stevie adored his baby sister with 
a shy. protective love that was wonderful 
to see. 

Ii was when Stevie was five that things 
began slowly but surely to change. It began 
with the roller skates. 

Todd bought them for fifth 
birthday. and at first Stevie was thrilled. 
After the candles had been blown out and 
the cake eaten, Todd set Stevie on his knee 
and put the skates on him. 

“Time for a lesson before bedtime, son,’ 


Stevie’s 


“You'll be whizzing around in a 
sed to be darn good at it myself, 


he said. 
week! U 
even took a couple prizes! Think you'll be 
a champ?” 


Stevie looked at Todd with shining eyes. 
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Here's a special pair of fun dice that certainly 
can do wonders. It's amazingly easy to predict 
numbers, perform amusing tricks. No one can 
guess the hidden “secret” unless you tell them! 
Display amazing “control” yet the real reason is 
cleverly concealed from everyone. Fun and fasci- 
nation! tasy directions explain details. Perform 
many ‘“‘magic”’ tricks! Priceonly $4.98. Get a pair 
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“MAMBO” 
Medalo Bop #220 


Styled differently for 
the uninhibited with 
a flare for the new 
creative spirit of life. 
Choice of clear or 
tinted lenses, 


Protective Not Corrective 


Send for the free booklet showing sweet 
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GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. YG-1 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops ltch—Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 








new _— substance with the astonishing 
ability to ink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain—without surgery. 


In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took ~s 9 

Most amasing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
ee ey of a world-famous 

titute. 

This sabahinee is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. “Res. UB, Pat. Of. 
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Even then, pleasing Todd was so terribly 
important to Stevie. “I’ll try, Pop,” he said 
eCX¢ itedly. 
lodd carried him out and sat him on the 
ch and turned to close the door. I heard 
e clump of the skates, Steve’s frightened 
“Pop, catch me!” And then a 
1m and a series of thuds. I dashed to 
loor and wrenched it open. 
evie lay in a crumpled heap at the foot 
he stairs. Before I could even scream 
cathered him up. That was when I 
the blood trickling from his mouth, 
limp way his arm hung. 
[ didn’t scream. I didn’t faint. I just 
It was Todd who carried him in. 
im on the bed, called the doctor. 
Vhen the doctor came I managed to 
into the bedroom. “Will he live?” 
ged sickly. 
doctor looked at me for a long min- 
Then he turned back to Stevie. “Never 
| of a boy dying from a cut lip and a 
fracture of the arm.” he said 
[ nearly did faint then, with relief. I 
even resent the doctor’s manner. All 
ld think was how easily fatal it might 
been. 
Later. after the doctor was gone and 
e was asleep. I said to Todd, “You’ve 
be more careful. You’ve got to re- 
ber he’s still a little boy—” 
wouldn’t have happened if he hadn’t 
uch a scary-eat,” Todd said dis- 
lly. “He’d have been all right if he 
In’t got seared and reached for me. That 
skates to rolling. Maybe this'll teach 


omething.” 
I it there looking 
the words that crowded to be said. 
Vho was right. Todd or me? All I knew 
hat Todd was the bravest man I knew. 
| I was the worst coward. That meant 
id to be right. didn’t it? 


Nothing more was said about the skates 
Stevie’s arm was well. Then one night 
ld took them out of the closet and sat 


on the back steps. calling Stevie to 
“Come on, boy, let’s have another go 
e skates. This time we'll start on 
round, eh?” 
ie drew back, looking sick. “I don’t 
to. Pop,” he whispered. He lifted his 
| face to mine, looking for support. 
rned away and began clearing the 
my heart in my throat. “Sure you 
to.” I said, trying to keep the quaver 
f my voice. “You’re going to win 
like Daddy, remember?” 
“Yeah,” he said slowly. Reluctantly, step 
p. he walked out and sat down be- 
odd. 
[he session was not a *“He’s 
red spitless,” Todd grumbled when they 
in. “He’s licked before he starts. 
xpects to fall down, so of course he 


success, 


He ¢ 


was crying as I put a bandage 
skinned knee. “I'll try again. Pop,” 
lised tearfully. 
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at Todd. choking © 


“You bet you'll try again,” Todd said 
harshly. “If you go on like this. you'll 
be the laughing stock of the whole school! 
You’re going to learn to skate if it takes 
a year.” 

He did finally. after a fashion. But he 
never took his skates out unless Todd told 
him to. Never from choice. 

Finally even Todd could see it was futile 
to go on with it. But Todd wasn’t one to 
give up. “Maybe baseball’s his game.” he 
said. “I’m going to try that. 
Where’s the mitt I bought?’ 

3ut baseball wasn’t much better. Stevie 
was so frightened by the ball flying at him 
that he kept ducking instead of trying to 
catch it. Then one day he got hit by a ball. 
It wasn’t serious, but I kept thinking sick- 
ly that if it had hit his temple—-why, it 
could have killed him. I fought to hold 
back tears as I held wet cloths to his eye. 
which was swelling fast. [ tried to remind 
myself that most little boys got hurt now 
and then. But Stevie wasn’t just any little 
was my boy. he’d been 
After that day. Stevie managed 


boy. He and 
hurt. 
to disappear whenever Todd was around 
to play with him. 

From then on the tension grew rapidly 
worse among us. Todd was still determined 
to “make a man” out of Steve. no matter 
what. After baseball came boxing—-and 
that was worst of all for Stevie. He hadn’t 
the faintest natural flair for it and no wish 
to learn. I couldn’t help remembering 
Todd’s boast. when Steve was a baby, that 
by the time he was six he'd lick kids twice 
his age. My heart ached for the disappoint- 
ment Todd was feeling. But it ached too 
for Stevie. who quite simply was afraid to 
fight and saw no point in it. 

I don’t know who suffered most during 
those years of trying to “make a man” out 
of Steve—Todd, with his dreams of a he- 
man son crashing in ruins at his feet 
or Stevie. who knew he was failing the 
“pop” he adored . . . or myself. wild with 
cowardly fears of harm to Steve. yet know- 
ing Todd was right and trying so hard not 
to interfere. 

Tt was little Debbie who made the whole 
situation impossible. Because she—-a girl. 
a mere baby at that-—was all the things 
Todd had hoped for in his son. Utterly 
fearless, she seemed not to mind hurts and 
bumps at all. Tumbles that would have 
left Stevie in tears didn’t phase her. She'd 
bounce up laughing and go right on. She 
was barely past three when she was skating 
like a demon on the roller skates Stevie 
didn’t want. She hadn’t even needed to be 
taught how! She faster and 
climb higher than her brother even if he 
was four years older. Naturally this made 
Todd even more bitter. “Your baby sister 
—a girl!—runs rings around you and you 
don’t even care,” he told Stevie angrily 
one day when Debbie had landed a very 
successful punch on Stevie’s nose, bloody- 
ing it. 


could run 


“I do care. | do. | do!” Stevie cried in 
anguish. “I just can’t do things like sh 


can! I guess I’m no good—” 


“Don’t ever say that,” I told him fiercely 
“You'll learn. You’re different from Deh. 
hie, but we love you both. Don’t we. Dag. 
dy?” I added urgently. turning to Todd, 

He stared disgustedly at Stevie’s bloody 
nose which [ was trying to fix up with an 
ice pack. Finally he said, “Yeah. Sure” 
But it was too little and too late. We alj 
knew he preferred Debbie—all but Debbi: 
herself, who was too busy to care. 


THEN ONE DAY Todd came home with 

the news that he’d signed up for a job 
with a big moving company in Los Angeles, 
Todd was delighted. For him this would 
be a return to old scenes, for he had been 
born in Los Angeles. “It’s wonderful coun. 
try. Midge. You and the kids will love 
it!” he said with more enthusiasm than 
I'd seen in him for months. “Lots of sun 
and sea and space—we’ll get a place near 
the beach, so the kids can learn to swim, 

He went on and on, planning and talk. 
ing. I kept telling myself. A new start. 
That’s what it will be. Things will be bet. 
ter for all of us. I don’t know why | 
thought moving to a different part of the 
country would make us all different. in- 
side. 

Of course it hadn’t worked that way. 
Even before we were settled, we'd had to 
zo to the beach. ... And Stevie had 
flunked his first swimming lesson, and we 
were all upset again. Only this was worse 
than any of the other disappointments. be- 
cause having Stevie learn to swim was one 
of the things Todd had talked about all 
the time we were moving. “No little old 
pool for you, son,” he had told Steve as we 
drove westward. “The whole big blue Pa- 
in! And salt water—that 
You'll love it, 


cific to learn 
makes swimming easier. 
ie” 

Only Stevie hadn’t loved it. He'd hated 
it instinctively, the way I had. And now 
that he had nearly drowned he'd hate it 
even more. Getting him down there again 
would be a battle. 

With a sigh I went into the house to 
start supper. leaving Todd and Debbie 
sleeping in the sun. I peeked in at Stevie. 
He was still sleeping, but I could see tears 
drying on his dark lashes. He had been 
crying in his sleep. 

For a long time I stood there looking at 
his worried little face, and a hot, blazing 
anger began to build up in me. An anger 
unlike anything I had ever felt before— 
not at Stevie, not at Todd. It was anger 
at myself for what I had done to my son. 
Somehow I had done to him what my 
mother did to me—I had made a coward 
out of my boy. I hadn’t meant to. I had 
tried not to let him know how afraid I was 
of his getting hurt. But I should have 











e cried jin 


; like she 


n fiercely 
rom Deh 
we. Dad. 
) Todd. 
"s bloody 
» with Pa 
1 Sure.” 

We al 
it Debbie 


me with 
for a jo} 
Angeles, 
is would 
iad beep 
Ful coun- 
vill love 
sm than 
sof sun 
ice near 
0 Swim, 


nd talk. 
uw start. 
be bet. 
v why | 
t of the 
rent in- 


at way. 
had to 
ie had 
and we 
> worse 
nts. be: 
vas one 
out all 
tle old 
> as we 
jue Pa- 
y—that 


ove it, 


hated 
d now 
hate it 
again 


use to 
ebbie 
Stevie. 
» tears 
| been 


ing at 
lazing 
angel 
ore— 
anger 
y son. 
t my 
yward 
[ had F 
[ was 
have 





known you couldn't keep things like that a 
secret. Children know. 

I remembered my own miserable, un- 
happy youth, how other children laughed 
at me and left me out because I was afraid. 
It would be worse, much worse, for Stevie. 
because he was a boy. Even now Debbie 
could lick him at most anything. And 
ewimming——why, when children lived this 
near the beach it wasn’t safe for them not 
to be able to swim! 

I heard Todd and Debbie talking. They 
were coming in to shower and dress. Quiet- 
ly I went out and closed Stevie’s door be- 
hind me. Those few minutes in his room 
had made a new woman out of me. For the 
frst time I was solidly behind Todd in his 
efforts to make a strong, fearless man out 
of Steve. I had tried not to interfere be- 
tween them, but my loyalties had always 
heen at war with my cowardly heart. Now, 
in my disgust and anger at myself, I was 
no longer divided. Todd was right—Steve 
had to conquer his fears. And I was go- 
ing to help. 

The next week was pretty well taken up 
with all the things that go with moving 
toa new place. Todd was tied up all hours 
at work. I was getting everything put away 
in the new house. finding the best grocery 
and a doctor for emergencies. Debbie I 
hardly saw. The Larsons. two houses away. 
had a boy just her age and he and Debbie 
were already inseparable. As for Stevie— 
well, he did about what I might have ex- 
pected. He played with his toys in the 
yard, or sat in his room and read. He 
seemed content. but I was sure he must be 
lonely. I wondered sickly if it was already 
too late to straighten him up and make him 
more like Debbie—fearless and out-going. 

All week I steeled myself for Saturday. 
and for the scene I was sure would come. 
Sure enough, after lunch Todd said briskly 
—though with an uneasy glance at me— 
“Stevie. this seems like a good time for us 
to get back to your swimming. We'll take 
it a little easier this time. I'll show you 
how to float... . 

But Stevie was backing away. toward the 
open door. His face was tight and his eyes 
wide with fear. He shook his head violent- 
ly, “No, Pop. Please, Pop, not yet. I don’t 
want to—” 


” 


“You mean you're scared!” Todd shot 
out angrily. “You’ve got a yellow streak 
a yard wide! Licked before you start 

Before that day in Steve’s room this 
speech of Todd’s would have sent me into 
a tizzy of torn emotions. I'd be remember- 
ing how Todd had thrown him into deep 
water the first day, how Stevie had nearly 
drowned. But now the new me didn’t hesi- 
tate. I wasn’t going to let Steve grow up 
into a snivelling scared-cat like me. 

I broke in calmly, “Of course you'll g 
Steve. Don’t be silly.” 

Both Todd and Steve glanced at me, and 
I don’t know which of them looked more 
surprised. It was almost funny. I went on 
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Steve, “Daddy didn’t mean to frighten 
i: Jast time. It won’t happen again. You 
heard Daddy say he’ll teach you to float. 
[f you ever fell into deep water you’d need 
know that. It could save your life. Of 
yurse you'll go, and you'll behave as if 
are eight instead of two. Understand?” 
For a long moment nobody spoke. Then 
ie dropped his head and said in a small 
“Yes, Mama.” He turned and went 
his room for his trunks. 
Todd looked at me. still puzzled. 
Thanks, Midge. I'll be careful. I promise.” 
[ said shortly, “Do what needs to be 
You know more about that than I 
! pushed down the guilty, fearful 
ights that filled my heart. This was my 
hattle as well as Stevie’s. and we both had 
for Steve’s sake! 
Stevie came in, dressed in his trunks. 
He walked slowly over to Todd. but he 
looking at me with a pitiful expres- 
as if he couldn’t understand why I 
deserting him. Somehow I hardened 
heart, knowing it was for his good. 
For an uncomfortable minute nobody 
ned to know what to say. Then Todd 
a shade too loudly. “Well. here we 
ro!” Taking Steve’s hand he led the 
out the door. On the porch he stopped 
| called. “Where’s Debbie?” 
\t the Larsons.” TI called back. 
Better keep an eye out so she doesn’t 


llow us. she’s so crazy about the beach,” 
id. “I won’t have time for her today.” 
[ll watch her.” I promised. And then 
lded. over the hollow feeling in my 
ich. “Have a good swim. you two.” 
to me the words sounded false, and 
e’s expression stabbed straight into 
heart. Poor kid! Poor little scared kid. 

l caught myself up angrily. Coward! 
red at myself. Both of us—cowards ... 

| went out in the back yard and called 


Debbie home so T wouldn’t have to worry 


She fussed when she found out 
d gone off without her. but T let her 
Ip me clean house. I had to keep busy. 


it her. 


When Todd and Steve came back I didn’t 
d to ask questions to know they had 
exactly nowhere. Todd’s face was a 
dercloud. Steve’s lips were trembling 
| he wore that whipped look of defeat. 
[ tried.” Todd told me furiously. “God 

s I tried. T showed him how to float. 
to dog-paddle. I had to drag him in. 
| then he just froze up. I don’t think 
heard a word I said. He’s so scared he’s 
ill there. I’m about ready to give up.” 

Ve can’t give up, I thought helplessly. 
give in this time, he’s lost. 

ybie came running out to meet her 
“Stevie’s a scared-cat,” she crowed 

nee rfully. 
teve slipped silent and shame-faced 

nd the side of the house. Todd shook 

“Tt’s useless.” he said bitterly. 

He’s no boy of mine.” 

! be your boy!” Debbie announced, 

herself into his arms. 

Instantly his face brightened. He chuc- 
| and held her above his head. “You’re 


De 


head. 
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a better boy right now than he is,” he said 
proudly. 

I said, “Todd, I’ve been thinking. May- 
be if we have him take some lessons at 
the Y—” 

Todd shrugged. “I’m through. Try any- 
thing you like.” 

I felt as if he’d slapped my face. I knew 
he blamed me for Steve’s cowardice, but 
that was nothing to the way I blamed 
myself. Somehow, in some way, I had to 
find an answer. ... 


HE NEXT WEEKS flew by. School 

started and I saw to enrolling Steve. 
All of us were busy, and that plus Todd’s 
determined ignoring of Steve made for less 
tension around home. Steve loved school. 
He brought home all A’s on his first report 
card, but Todd wouldn’t even look at it. 
“Tell me when you make the basketball 
team.” he said scornfully. 

It should have been a good. happy time, 
but for me it wasn’t. Because every time 
I looked at Stevie I saw—not my son who 
loved his baby sister and was doing well 
in school—but a fear-filled coward. an echo 
of my hateful self. Now and then I caught 
Todd watching Steve with bleak. hurt eyes, 
and my anger boiled up anew. It was all 
the worse because I felt so helpless to do 
anything about it. 

The first rain of the season began on a 
Saturday morning in November. It was a 
real downpour, coming in on great gusts 
of wind from out at sea. We could hear 
the dull boom of the breakers clear up to 
the house. 

I spent the morning making new cur- 
tains for the kitchen. Steve and Debbie 
played school, and Steve read stories to 
her. But after lunch he began to play with 
his model planes and Debbie grew restless, 
begging to go and play with Jimmy Lar- 
son. I called Mrs. Larson and she said 
she’d be happy to have her. since Jimmy 
was restless too. So I bundled her into her 
coat and Jet her go. 

It was nearly an hour later when Mrs. 
Larson called again to ask when Debbie 
would be over. “Jim is so impatient.” she 
said apologetically. “I thought maybe—” 

“But isn’t she there?” I gasped. “She 
left right away.” 

“Why no.” she said. sounding puzzled. 
Then she added with a laugh. “She’s prob- 
ably playing in a puddle—” 

“Of course.” A_ terrible 
clutched at my heart. but IT wouldn’t listen. 
“T’ll send Steve to find her.” [ said rapidly. 
“Tl call you back... .” 

I knew . as if a voice had told me, I 
knew. But I couldn’t face it. It was too 
frightening. So I snapped at Steve. “Your 
sister is up to her ears in a mud-puddle 
somewhere. Go find her and bring her 
back here. Quickly!” T hustled him into 
his coat. tied a muffler around his head. I 
said. nearly suffocating with fear. “If you 
don’t find her right away. better look on 
the cliff...” 

The door slammed behind him. T heard 
his feet running. He loved his sister. he'd 


foreboding 


find her... 

I heard him calling her, his voice smal 
and lost on the wind. “Debbie, Debhie 
come home! Mama wants you!” But they 
was no answer but the moan of the win 
and the boom of the surf . . . 

The surf! Suddenly I couldn’t ignoy 
the horrifying knowledge in my heart am 
longer. I grabbed my coat, pulling it o 
as I ran to the door. Inside of me the fea 
was pounding like the wild ocean itself 
but I didn’t have time to think about jt 
I hadn’t run six steps before I wa 
drenched, and the wind yanked and tore x 
me. ... But it didn’t matter. I lookej 
for Steve as I ran. I couldn’t see him. | 
couldn’t even hear him any more. But] 
had no breath to waste on shouting for 
him. 

I reached the beach, gasping for breath, 
There was no one there. I had been y 
sure! It was exactly what Debbie woul 
do, wasn’t it? Come running down her 
to watch the mad waves while she danced 
with glee? I stopped, looking around wu. 
certainly. ... 

And then I saw them—the two tiny fig. 
ures on the wave-lashed beach. Debbie, 
running along the very edge of the boiling 
waves, waving her arms in excitement a 
the water churned and foamed up the 
beach. completely unafraid and unaware of 
danger. And too far ahead of me. running 
toward her. was Stevie. His shouts floated 
faintly to me on the wind. “Debbie. come 
hack. you'll get drownded!” 

Racing along. I saw him almost reach 
her. his arms outstretched. In that instant 
a huge breaker, coming up from nowhere. 
towered momentarily above the tiny figure 

and then it crashed down, and Debbie 
was gone. 

Gone! 

I stumbled along, my screams _ blotted 
out by the wind, watching Steve stare to 
ward the writhing ocean. And then I sav 
what he saw—a doll-like figure being 
tossed on the crest of a flying wave. 

I kept getting closer—but not fas 
enough to stop Steve from dashing straight 
into the waves. For an instant he stood 
rigid—and then he began to flail his arms. 
trying to swim out to Debbie. A giant wave 
threw him back on the beach. but he 
scrambled up and ran into the water 
again. 

I kept running. the screams tearing ott 
of my throat. “Stevie. Stevie. come back! 
You can’t swim! Help! Somebody——help!” 

And then I was in the water too. beating 
at it. kicking, strangling and sobbing as | 
fought for air. Fought to save my chil 
dren. . . . Once Stevie came tumbling pa 
me. tossed like a leaf on a giant combet. 
and I reached for him, but then the wave 
was on top of me, and water filled my eyes 
and my mouth and my nose, and I knew! 
was drowning. 

And it was so strange. Because suddenly 
I wasn’t scared any more! I was sad be 
cause T hadn’t saved my babies. and Todd 
would feel so terrible, especially for Deb 
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bie, and I wanted to live so very much. 

But for the first time in my life I wasn’t 
afraid. Not the blackness 
came .-- 

Only I didn’t drown. 
a man in one of the beach 
heard my screams, and he pulled us 
But I didn’t know that until quite a bit 
later. All IT knew was that I seemed to be 
coming up through the black water, and 
when I opened my eyes everything was 
white. and in another minute I knew I was 
in the hospital. 


even when 
Jecause 
had 


out. 


Not quite. 
houses 


HE FIRST THING I Todd’s 

face bending over me, and [ heard him 
ay. “Thank God. she’s coming around.” 
{nd then in the other bed I heard Stevie 
sobbing quietly. 

I clutched at Todd’s arm. 


saw was 


“Debbie—is 


An awful broken look was in Todd’s 
face. “Gone.” he choked. He took a deep 
breath. and then he added. “But they got 
you and Stevie. and you'll be fine. 33 

I fell back on the pillow and tears ran 
out of my eyes and down my cheeks. 

“Here. here. 
fully. “that’s no way for a heroine to act 

A heroine! Me. That was a laugh. If 
I hadn’t been so scared “Stevie was 
the hero.” I whispered. “He tried. Todd. 
He didn’t even hesitate. He went right in 
that ocean—” 

The nurse slipped out. and Stevie began 
to sob again. “I wasn’t brave.” he cried. 
“T was scared, Pop. 
I couldn’t hardly breathe.” 

Todd said softly. a proud look in his 
eyes as he turned to hold Stevie’s hand 
with one of his. mine with the other. 
“That’s why you were brave. Both of you.” 


* a nurse’s voice said cheer- 
Hn 


I was so awful scared 


I said doubtfully, “But you’ve always 
said—” 
“And I’ve been wrong.” Todd cut in, 


“T don’t 
Being 


Be- 


sounding tired and. well. different. 
know why I didn’t know it before. 
brave doesn’t mean not being scared. 
ing brave means being scared—and then 
doing what has to be done anyway. Debbie 
and me—” his voice broke at the thought 
of Debbie. But in a moment he went 


Not being 
make 


bad 
that 
people as well as yourself, 


just reckless. afraid can be 
too. It can 


endanger other 


vou take chances 


Like—like Debbie. If she had been 
just a little bit seared. well. all this 
wouldn’t have happened. But you two 


you didn’t have a chance. dressed like you 


were heavy clothes. and that water so 
wild, and neither of you knowing how to 
swim, ig 


Stevie said slowly. “Pop. if T hadn't been 
if I'd let you teach me how 
I could have saved—” 


so scared 
to swim. 


“No. Steve.” I said. my heart wrenched 
with pity. “Nobody could. It was too 
rough. But we had to try. and we did. You 


were brave, son.” 


And suddenly. in that minute. I saw that 


I no longer had to despise myself—and 
Stevie. In the emergency we had come 


through ... 


Todd and I talked 
We were both 


we've 


[ts SUMMER again. 

it all over so many times. 
Now we see it the same way 
come together at last. We face the fact that 
Life isn’t safe. You take 
vou do the best you 


wrong. 


life is a gamble. 
sensible precautions- 
know how to protect yourself and others. 
Beyond that you give yourself up to enjoy- 
ing life. not letting fear spoil any of 

For if you let fear dominate you. 
The right way 
sensibly 


you lose 
out on everything life offers. 
is to live life while you have it, 
but without fear, or you might as well be 
dead. 

That’s what Stevie and I are learning to 
do. Twice a week the Red Cross has a class 
for beginning swimmers at the beach. and 


we go together. It hasn’t been easy. To 
me the big relentless body of water looks 


a ruthless devil who swal- 
Don’t think it doesn’t 


like a monster- 
lowed up my baby. 


hurt—it tears at me inside all the time. 
Besides, all apart from my sorrow over 
Debbie, both Stevie and T are still afraid. 


The only difference now is that we won’t 
And the 
It does 
when you refuse to let it master you. 
haven’t told Todd we’re 
One of these days we'll 


sive in to it the wav we used to. 

shadow of fear is gradually fading. 
Anyway. we 

learning to swim. 





on quietly, “We weren’t brave—we were — surprise him. THE END 
Hollywood To Harlem 
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girl hanging around stage doors waiting Baseball Giants’ Willie Mavs. now 


Dolph 


who has a 


for that handsome new singer, 
Prince, is his wife Pat Prince. 
reputation of her own as a beautiful cover- 
girl model. Dolph 
Durgom (he’s Jackie Gleason’s manager) 
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is a protege of Bullet 


Babs Gonzales’ Insane Asylum in 
arlem. a real crazy jazz joint where the 
waiters wore straight jackets. unfortunately 
only lasted a couple of weeks. Seems the 
loot ran out and, as put it, 
mortis set in. 


Babs rigor 


has been busying 
five-nights-a-week 
San Francisco. 


that the season is over. 
himself with an hourly, 
disc jockey show in 
The producers of the TV Lassie se- 
ries presented baseball’s Roy Campanella 
with a Lassie pup for appearing on one of 
their shows. 


Singer Dakota Staton is the owner 
of a Detroit firm which imports African 
products. Her Talibah Ahmad 
Dawud, a Moslem. manages the business. 
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Army Widow 


(Continued from Page 35) 


nger that hung on the surface of his every 
ct since he had come home from the war 
Korea. Before, he had not been like 
his. but the last three weeks had been a 
tual hell on earth. He moped around 
he apartment with a scowl on his face. He 
dered me around like I was a servant and 
thing I did seemed to please him. Now 
was acting like he wanted deliberately 
kill both of us. 
‘Really, Herbie, you’ve had too much 
lrink again. I think you ought to let 


drive.” I said. There was determina- 


tion in my voice. “Stop the car, now! I'll 


e us home.” 
He turned to look at me with fiery eyes 
i hate, 
“Who do you think you are to tell me 
at to do. You’re always yapping and 
mplaining about something. Shut up, 
I don’t need you to drive me 
ne. or anywhere else. Shut up and 
me alone.” Herbie’s voice was harsh 
a angry. 
\nger begets anger, and I shouted back 
him: “I’m not going to let you kill me, 
drunken fool. You stop this car right 
v. And if you won’t let me drive, I'll 
get out. I'll get home somehow. Stop 
ar!” T screamed. 
sure,” he said. “Sure I'll stop 
ar. Ill be glad to let you get out. I 
you'd get out of my life,” Herbie bel- 
a at me, 
[ was shocked at what he said, but I was 
ened and angry. “Maybe you would 
like for me to get out of your life, 
\laybe you want a divorce!” 
| sure do,” he said slowly. “I sure do. 
exactly what I want.” He spoke 
ly and sinisterly, like a man telling 
dy he never wanted to see them 


mit! 


Sure, 


Stop the car and let me out,” I yelled. 
me out!” 

brakes screamed in the night. I 

the door open even before the car 

till, reached for my purse and stepped 

to the quiet streets of the early 

Herbie drove off as if he had 

seen me before. as if I had been 

thing more to him than a hitchhiker in 

e. For a moment I stood there in the 

king dawn; and then I started walking 

rminedly along the deserted suburban 


treet. [| had no idea where I was going 


d my thoughts were racing frantically 
through the last 18 months. 


[here was a prophecy in the words I had 
een speaking when Herbie and I first met. 
is at a wedding reception for my best 
triend Marie and I was cautioning her 

some of my perennial words of wis- 

is a woman who had once loved and 

\lthough IT was only twenty-eight at 


the time, the crowd called me the spinster 
of the group because I had been divorced 
for three years without having any ro- 
mantic attachment. They chided me that I 
was getting too worldly, too full of advice, 
and I went along with the joke, always 
dropping little gems of wisdom into the 
conversations. That is what I was doing 
as we made a toast to Marie’s marriage to 
Carl and I said “Remember, Marie, if you 
can take a man from some other woman, 
some other woman can take him away from 
you.” 

Everybody laughed gaily. I was always 
saying things like that so nobody was of- 
fended. 

“Don’t worry, doll,” Marie replied as we 
raised our glasses, “I’m going to stay so 
close to Carl no woman will ever be able to 
get even a wink in.” We laughed at that 
and sipped our drinks. There was a silence 
as the champagne went down and warmed 
our insides. “Have you met Herbie and 
Kate?” Marie said to me. “This is Lois,” 
she went on. nodding the couple next to 
me in my direction. 

“Lois is a sage woman full of wise 
words.” Herbie said as he acknowledged 
the introduction. Laughter prevented me 
from replying and then Carl broke in with 
“Let’s all get off this champagne kick and 
drink something decent.” 

Gaiety was the word for the moment and 
we all headed toward the bar set up on the 
sideboard. I somehow felt that I had to 
answer the quip that had been directed at 
me by the man I had just met and al- 
though I went into the bedroom to repair 
my makeup before joining the others for 
highballs I was still conscious of some- 
thing that hung unfinished between us. 
When I did get back to the little group, 
Herbie had showed that he was aware of 
it too. 

“Here’s your ‘high’.” he said as he 
thrust a tall, cool glass filled with amber 
fluid into my hand, “now let’s see if the 
lady with all the words of wisdom knows 
how to have a ball.” 

I glanced around quickly to see where 
his wife was. She had found herself a seat 
by the window and was looking out at the 
budding trees of spring pensively. 

“I know one thing.” I said almost flip- 
pantly, “you’re on the make because you 
and your wife aren't getting along.” 

“Smart girl.” he answered, inspecting his 
drink critically. “You’re quite a discerning 
person. It’s very obvious that you’re quite 
a discerning person.” he added, as he 
raised his eyes to meet mine. 

I noticed them for the first time. really 
noticed them. They were brown and set 
deep into his head. The lashes were long 
and swishy and there was a hurt expres- 
sion in the corners that would make any 


woman want to hold him to her breast 
pet him. His skin was so smooth it y 
hard to tell if he shaved and he had 





deep olive complexion. His hair was ne 
ly parted, his tie neatly laid in a g 
white shirt. He was muscular, but he wy 
not a big man. It was easy to tell he had 
care about himself and that he took ¢g 

of his body and his looks. He smiled 

he became aware that I was inspectiy 
him and his face lit up like Sunset Bouk 
vard on a premiére night, his eyes danciyy 
devilishly. 

“I'd like to get to know you better,” y 
said. 

“Perhaps.” I replied shamelessly as | 
turned to walk away. I didn’t try to wall 
carefully. I walked so that I would lod 
like I intended to look walking away fra 
him. I had been flattered by his attentin 
and, womanlike, I felt that I owed hip 
something in return. The little byplay kk 
tween us had been worked out in a ven 
few seconds, just as many other flirtation 
had occurred since my divorce. I had » 
conscience intentions that it would go am 
further and we did not get within speakin 
distance of each other again that day, 

But when I had driven myself home t 
my little eficiency apartment, ceremoniou 
ly emptied all dirty ash trays and put even 
knick-knack. newspaper and magazine iy 
place, rinsed out my things and was com) 
ing my hair before going to bed. I somehox 
remembered Herbie Lake very pleasant) 
and with a strange feeling inside me tha 
I had not felt for a very long time. 

Brazenly I sat there before the mirro 
surveying myself. My short-cropped hai 
gave my face a round, youthful look ani 
I had always been careful about my skin 
I caressed my cheeks lovingly, smoothei 
my eyebrows and blinked my eyelashes, | 
straightened my body and surveyed m 
bustline. letting my eyes slither down m 
body and take in my thighs and legs. 

“They're still nice.” I said aloud 
“You're still pretty enough to get yoursell 
a man, Lois,” I whispered to myself as | 
talked into the mirror. “Lois Lake.” | 
said. “Lois Lake... uummm!” 

I slept very soundly that night and 
awoke the next morning hugging one of m 
pillows. 


T WAS more than a month later that! 

saw Herbie again. this time as I stood 
talking foolishness with four or five of m 
admirers near the bandstand at a popular 
club dance. He was striding leisurely 
across the floor alone, his broad shoulder 
as erect as a soldier’s and his strong leg: 
easing him along in a powerful fluid move 
ment. My eyes must have stuck on him for 
Ben who was saying something silly abou! 
wanting to get marooned with me on 2 
desert island suddenly stopped his tale and 
muttered aloud “Oh, No!” 

His exclamation brought me out of my 
reverie. I looked at him blushing. 

“Lois, honey,” Ben said. “you're nol 
joining the harem, too. Herbie’s got all the 
women in town drooling over him already. 
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guys with just a few women 


Give one of us 
went along playfully with 


a break,” he 
lots of joviality in his voice. 

“No, please don’t do that,” Dick inter- 
ected, “don’t get your heart all set on 
honeyboy, there. You wouldn't really like 
him, sugar. He’s the athletic type, spends 
hours in the gym keeping his body trim. 
Health conscious type, y'know. Drinks like 
a fish; then works it out of himself in the 
gm. Got no appreciation at all for the 
glories of a brown-mouthed hangover.” 

“Creeps. no, you wouldn’t want that, doll 
baby,” Earl chimed in. They were talking 
all over each other. “He’s not the type 
who would love. honor and cherish you 
like we do. And after all, what’s he got 
that one of us doesn’t have? He’s only a 
little old successful doctor. Just a little old 
successful doctor, that’s all. And further- 
more, he’s married.” Earl said. “He’s al- 
behind him ...a 


ready got a woman 
beautiful woman.” 
“ve met her.” I said, remembering 


“And certainly 
I heckled 


behind 


Kate with pangs of envy. 
there’s a woman behind him,” 
my audience, “there’s a woman 
every successful man because no woman 
wants to bother with an unsuccessful man. 
Don’t you guys know that?” 


“Oh. well. we might as well give up,” 
Dick said with feigned disgust. “We 
haven’t got a chance fellows. Hey. Her- 


bie,” he shouted across the dance floor, 
“come over here!” 

We went through the routine of intro- 
ductions again and he asked me to dance. 
There was a good band playing that night. 
The song we danced to was These Foolish 
Things. 1 shall always remember it. When 
he took me in his arms and our bodies 
touched for the first time. I was shocked 
and embarrassed. A surgeon’s hand never 
fit more perfectly into an operating glove 
than our bodies did. blended together on 
the dance floor. His height and build and 
the way he held me were perfect. The way 
[ felt and the thoughts that raced through 
my mind embarrassed me completely. 

“Had your highball for the evening.” 
whispered in my ear. 

“No.” I said. I was afraid to talk too 
much for fear my voice would reveal my 
feeling. 

“No?” he said. 


he 


“No,” I repeated. 
“Well. let’s get it, so we can get ‘high’ 


and have a ball. Then we'll have a fool- 
ish little thing to remind us of each other,” 
Herbie said, cunningly. 

“It’s a very nice song,” I said, “ 
shouldn’t talk about such things, Dr. 
vou’re a married man, y’know.” 

He stopped right in the middle of the 
dance floor then and took the neat white 
handkerchief out of the pocket of his coat. 
Before I knew what he was up to or could 
stop him, he daubed it to my lips. folded it 
up and replaced it neatly and we were 
dancing toward the edge of the floor again. 

“Now, I'll have some lipstick traces, 
| may he a married man now.” 


but you 


Lake, 


and 
he crooned 


in my ear, “but | won't be ior long. Then 
we'll see about those painted swings in the 
fair ground.” 

The singer in the 
lyrics to the song: 

As we reached the edge of the dance 
floor, the music ended and we walked lei- 
surely to the bar where Herbie ordered 


two tall cool drinks. He took a long swal- 


band was singing the 


low. turned to look at me from head to toe. 
“Nice!” he said. 
It was a word with a lot of different 


meanings in it. I took a long. slow sip from 
my own drink and gave him the same thing 
he had given. As my eyes went from the 
top of his head to the tips of his toes, the 
vibrations inside me raised goose pimples 
on my flesh that were not there because 
of the chilled drink. 

“Nice!” I said. 

Earl came up then and joined us in a 
drink. The three of us chatted about the 
weather, the heat. the smog and the music 


while we drank and Earl asked me to 
dance. I thought I had been seen talking 


with Herbie After all he was 
a married man and I was a single woman. 
In the huge crowd. I did not see him 


long enough. 


again that night—not in person. But he 
was the star of my fanciful dreams all 
through the night. Again. when I awoke 


in the morning I was hugging my pillow. 


TWO MONTHS LATER that I 
heard from Herbie again. Two months 
[ had actually thought of him 
for I was not a school girl in the 


T WAS 


in which 
very little 


flurry of a first love affair. He was inter- 
esting and he was handsome. Earl had 
said he was successful. I had not bothered 


Our little social byplay had 
but I 


to investigate. 
I had enjoyed it. 
to lose my 


been stimulating. 


was not one to let it cause me 
sanity. 
Carl. Marie and I were sitting on their 


lawn early in the 
after a big dinner. It was always nice to 
visit them. Marie was an excellent cook 
who enjoyed preparing unusual and exotic 
meals. This day we had had wild duck 
and wild rice. The soft drinks were help- 
ing us to clear away our indigestion for all 
three of us had eaten like we were famish- 
ed. 
“Oh. 
“have heard 
Kate are divorced? 
it seems a shame—— 


Fall sipping soft drinks 


Lois.” Marie suddenly blurted out, 
that Herbie Lake and 
They were such a nice 


She let her 


you 


couple. 
voice trail off expectantly. 
“No. I hadn’t heard,” I “That's 
too bad. He seemed such a nice fellow.” 
“He thought were Carl 
put in. “Matter of fact. he 
how to locate you the last time I saw him. 
Asked me for your telephone number.” 
in the summer 


said. 


nice too,” 


was asking me 


you 


There was a long silence 


night. None of us spoke for fully five min- 
utes. A plane roared through the sky 


overhead. We looked up at it and sipped 
our drinks. 
“Should I 


asked. 


give it him.” Carl finally 
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wind blew fresh and stimulating. 

the flesh and cleansing the lungs. 

nee lasted longer than the one be- 

[wo planes roared through the sky 
|. Our glasses were emptied. 

[ said. Then “I guess I'll be 

along home kids. Don’t think it 


been nice. 


scarcely walked in the house the 
ening when the phone rang ur- 


is Herbie Lake.” the voice at the 
nd began without even a_ hello. 
ive me the number and [ under- 


\larie gave you the news. If you'll 


the address TH pick you up for 
n exactly an hour.” 
thirteen Montivedo,” I said. 
exactly hour.” he said. 
without even a goodbye. 
ot gotten the phone back on the 
before the old feeling came stealing 
de me again. I started my bath. 
a simple but stunning dress. lit 
te and put a record, “These Fool- 
es” on the record player. I set 
iine so that it would play over and 
n while I bathed and dressed. It 
playing when the doorbell rang. 
| the record player and met Herbie 


one and 


ut 

ecord you were playing.” he said 
ed along halfway down the block. 
they don’t have hi-fi in cars yet. 
the recording 


have brought 


Id’ve been nice.” I said. “I was 


orry to hear about the divorce.” 


1at do you say we get some hambur- 


eo to a drive-in.” he said, ignoring 
irk about his broken marriage. I 
rised at the simplicity of his sug- 
[ had somehow expected to be 
i swanky supper club with dim 
ehts and big thick steaks on the 
was not sure what I should expect 
iave man whom I had heard had 
men chasing him. I certainly did 
what to expect from him at a 
[ went back to where I had 


| I was awfully sorry to hear about 
ou don’t mind, I'd rather not talk 

[ would only have to say some- 
kind about Kate or something un- 
entary about myself. The whole 
water under the bridge. It’s over 
e with—no post mortems neces- 
I think I would have been 
ited if you had said anything else. 


KNOW 
You're quite a nice person. aren't 
see.” he said. “I promise you. 


sught hamburgers and malted 
nd sat in the car and looked at 
natra in The Tender Trap. We 


happily at the movie and as we 
reward Herbie somehow got me 


to talking about myself. He seemed com- 
pletely absorbed in my whole life’s story. 
about my childhood. my school years, my 
first beau. first evening the 
women I don’t like. the kind of men I do 
like. I rattled away glibly hearing myself 
tell things about myself like I was talking 
to a psychiatrist. | hadn’t talked like that 
in years and [ was flattered that Herbie 
was such a good listener. 

When we arrived at my door. he refused 
my invitation to come in for “one for the 
road.” excusing himself with the statement 
that he had to rise early and work hard 
the next day. To my surprise, just before 
he walked away he pulled a_ lipstick 
stained handkerchief out of his coat 
pocket. touched it to his lips. then backed 


my gown, 


away and was gone. 

I walked through my door on a cloud. 

The next night. seconds after 1 walked 
in the door. the telephone rang again. 

“This is Herbert Lake.” the voice at the 
other end said. “Ill pick you up in an 
hour.” 

“An hour.” T replied. 

“In exactly one hour.” he said. The con- 
nection was broken without even a good- 
bye. 

This time 
park. And, of course. we rode in the paint- 
ed swings. We ate hot dogs and cotton 
candy. It was different and it was fun. 

Back home. turned on the 
player and the record played. We danced 
and after dancing to the record over and 
over for what seemed hours. Herbie again 
pulled out the lipstick stained handker- 
chief. kissed it and left. 

I was in ecstasy. Not once had he talked 
or behaved like all the other fellows I 
knew. He had scarcely touched me and not 
once had he kissed my lips. He was man 
. .. all man, but he had not seemed hur- 
ried. T was delighted that my appeal to 
him was deeper than sensual things and 
vet my female ego was challenged by his 
coolness. 

“Lois Lake.” [I said to myself. “It sounds 


Lois Lake . . 


we went to an amusement 


we record 


nice, uumm!” 

F COURSE, our marriage was a dream. 

We moved into a new apartment which 
Herbie let me decorate without regard for 
expense. We took long rides in the coun- 
try. We entertained Marie and Carl. Ear! 
and Dick and Ben visited us and brought 
their dates. We had happy times and 
heavenly times until the day the nightmare 
descended upon us. 

“Looks like I’ve got to do some time for 
Uncle Sam.” Herbie said one morning as 
he opened his mail. “I've been expecting 
it. but not so soon. We all have to give 
Uncle Sugar a few months. you know.” 

I was horrified. but we both reacted like 
mature people should and began planning 
In the 


davs and weeks before he went away te 


our lives apart from each other. 


camp and eventually to Korea. we promised 
to write to each other every day. We re- 
peated our vows of marital fidelity and we 


clung to each other hungrily, hoping, it 
seemed, to store up enough affection to last 
us through all the weary months ahead. 

Perhaps it was the way my old friends 
kidded us during the last few days before 
Herbie left. Earl and Ben, even Marie and 
Carl were great kidders. They joshed us 
about sleeping so late Sunday monings, 
about not answering our doorbell when 
they knew we were at home. 

One day. quite playfully, Ben remarked 
that Herbie was taking an awful risk going 
off to war. “Man, you haven't got a chance 

going off leaving as pretty a woman as 
Lois here in town. Jodie is going to haye 
your girl and gone. Man. And, believe me, 
I'm going to try to be Jodie. I knew her 
before you did. y’know.” 

Of course. Ben was only kidding. He 
had kidded Herbie like that before many 
But. for the first time in my memory 
I noticed a pained and suspicious expres- 
husband's face. It was there 
for only a fleeting second, but what Ben 
said had obviously touched a tender nerve. 
although Herbie made no reply and made 
no mention of what he had said—at least 
not then. 

We had a wonderful farewell party for 
Herbie. and when he was gone I cried for 


times. 


sion on my 


days and days. 

Then each night for the next six months 
I sat down at 6 o’clock and wrote Herbie 
my letter. When I had finished | 
drove to the airport to mail the letter. feel- 
ing that by doing so. by putting myself out 
more than by just walking to a mailbox | 
was proving my love and fidelity both to 
myself and my husband. 

It was as if the season had suddenly 
changed from a beautiful Spring day to a 
freezing winter blizzard in almost exactly 
the sixth month of our separation. Herbie’s 
letters. which had come as regularly as 
mine had gone to him began to fill up with 
probing and suspicious questions. The first 
such letter almost knocked me off my feet. 

“I've had a most peculiar feeling 
lately. What were you doing Friday 
night a week ago. the 16th? You know 
how sensitive to you I am. and I got 
the most peculiar feeling that some- 
thing was wrong. something was hap- 
pening with you that you’ve not told 
me about. When did you last see Ben. 
It wasn’t that Friday night, was it? 
Somehow I don’t trust him, and I keep 
remembering what he said that night 
just before T left. 

“Darling. I want you to know that I 
have every confidence in you, but time 
changes so many things so terribly. 
Perhaps you couldn’t wait for me to 
come back and you’ve had to go out 
for excitement. [I realize how 
dull life must be for you. Have you 
seen Earl lately? T wouldn't mind you 
coing out with some of your old beaus 
but | am frightened that you may go 
too far.” 

The rest of the letter told me about what 
he was doing, how he wanted me to send 


daily 


some 
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him a new camera and film. but I spent 
the whole night answering just that part 
of his letter that was full of suspicious in- 
ferences. When I went to mail it. | remem- 
hered to send the camera he had asked for. 

To my utter amazement, I did not hear 
from Herbie again for more than three 
weeks. and when I did get a letter from 
him the tone of his remarks had changed 
« much IT hardly recognized them. Instead 
of writing about all the wonderful things 
we would do together when he returned, 
my husband now began to write long essays 
; culture” of the Koreans 


explaining the 


and the wonderful way Korean women 
treated their men. 
In one letter I shall never forget. he 


wrote: 
“Tr seems to me this is as it should 
be. The women here devote their en- 
to the comfort of the men. 

They wait on them hand and foot. 
They walk behind them rather than 
beside them on the streets. They speak 
only when spoken to. Their whole ex- 
istence is hinged to the desires and 
wishes of the man who is responsible 
for her livelihood. She is the weaker 
sex and she stays her place. She 
doesn’t try to compete with her hus- 
band for attention at gather- 
ings or in work. She stays home and 
makes a home for the comfort of her 
man. I like that. It’s kind of like 
things were when I was a boy.” 

If there was a beginning to the end of 
our lives together. this letter was probably 

Herbie had not been a man who resent- 
ed the ways of American women before. 
He had admired self sufficiency and what 
he called “fa woman who knows her mind 
as well as I know mine.” 

But now. in the primitive society of 
foreign country. he had suddenly discov- 
ered that he wanted to be coddled and 
waited on like a king or a baby. I did not 
discuss my problem with anyone. not even 
Marie. my closest friend. I did not discuss 
iteven with Herbie in all the letters we 
him to come 


tire lives 


social 


wrote until it was time for 
home again. I hoped and praved he would 
get over this silly feeling that a woman 
was meant to be dirt under a man’s shoes. 
[ prayed that when he arrived home, he 
would be the same old Herbie. the man 
who loved me. who adored me and who 
was happy to show that my every wish was 
his command. 

Things just didn’t turn out that way. 

When Herbie wrote that he would be 
home in two weeks. I went to special pains 
to get the apartment repainted, new 
covers for the furniture. shades for 
the the 
walls and rearrange everything so that the 
man I loved would be coming 


get 
new 
the lamps, change paintings on 
home to a 
fresh new house in which we would take up 
the threads of our interrupted love. 

Our greeting when he first set foot back 
We stood 
in the shadow of the big plane at the air- 
port and held 


on American soil was wonderful. 


each other in an embrace 


We didn’t 


were hus- 


minutes, 
We 


we had 


that lasted a full five 
care what people thought. 
band and wile in love and been 
separated for too long a time. 


But the minute we walked into the house. 


the imp. the devil. the evil. the disease, the 
sickness inside Herbie came out. 
“Humph!” he said. “you have so many 


hot parties your guests wrecked the house 
and you had to do it completely over?” 
“Oh, Herbie. don’t be ridiculous.” [ said, 
“all this was done for homecoming.” 
“I’m wise.” he retorted. “And I 
you're going to tell me vou didn’t have any 


your 


guess 


parties while I was gone?” 


I had a few people once and a 


while . but I wouldn't call them par- 
ties.” I said quietly. 

“Who'd you invite.” Herbie asked. 

“Oh, the usual crowd. We had a few 
drinks, played records and talked about 
vou all of the time.” I said. 

“Ben, Dick. Earl and all the usual 
crowd, huh?” Herbie snarled. 

I was shocked and terribly hurt. The 


tone of his voice told exactly what was go- 
ing on in his mind. It was humiliating. I 
could not conceive of my husband think- 
ing such things of me. I couldn’t think of 
an answer to what he had implied. 

“I'd better help you unpack your things, 
I said. 


Herbie plopped down on the living-room 


now,” 
couch and stretched out. He loosened his 
collar, eased off his shoes and yawned. 
“Okay,” he said. “go to it.” 
I took his bags the 
was apparent as I opened them that Herbie 
Army uni- 


6 


into bedroom. It 
had gotten rid of most of his 
forms since he was going immediately back 


into private practice. Most of the things in 


his luggage were what he would have 
needed on the journey home, souvenirs 
from Korea. Japan, Hawaii, and snapshots 


he had made with the camera I sent him. 
He had made quite a hobby of making 


pictures, I did not look at them all. There 
were hundreds and hundreds of them. One 
bag filled with pictures I did not even 
open. I set it aside to be emptied later 


and then I prepared a light meal. Herbie 
had always been one to help out in the 
kitchen, but he lay smoking on the 
divan, watching me prepare the food with 
a passive. disinterested look on his face. 
“Bring it here.” he said when I had fin- 


now 


ished. And he asked me to get a pillow and 
sit on the floor beside the couch as he 


nibbled at the food. We talked about the 
year and a half that we had been separat- 
ed. It was like old times. It grew late and 
we turned out the lights. 

The long nights of being apart had al- 
dulled the senses or changed 
We 
were two vines entwined into one stem. | 
tried to talk. telling Herbie the countless 
reasons why but time would 


tered nothing. 


the magic—as far as I was concerned. 


I loved him. 


not allow it. Life seemed lighter, glowing 


golden, and deey down inside I was gay 


and aglow with a bliss divine. In his arms 


I found contentment that increased more 
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na 


more each passing minute. Ours, for 


nality 


me. was gentle, lasting love; com- 
consuming, total as a trance. 


THE DAWN shed light on a differ- 
Herbie. 

re we had been companions before. 

ime a tyrant demanding that I hop 

at his commands and sublimate my 


to his authoritarian, mean, 


h whims. When he spoke to me it was 


\rmy general talking to a private. 


ike those bags and put the photo- 


in them in the drawer of my desk in 
* he said to me late in the after- 
er a whole day of giving orders. 
patient. I realized he had spent 
than a year giving such tart orders. 


iit 


life as a civilian had also tended to- 


1 ¢ rde1 


giving for it was necessary that 
the nurses in his office directions. 


id never done this with me before. 
er. Yet, without thinking too much 


t. I had decided to be patient with 
pe that he would soon get over what- 
thered him. I picked up the bags. 
them into the den and sat down to 


them. 


[ shall never know if Herbie asked me to 
ndle 


eke 


d 


the pictures with the intention that 


ild see what they revealed. I never 


him. I was too shocked by what I 
there were dozens upon dozens of 
photographs of three different 
women in various stages of un- 
various settings of obvious in- 


eked them all neatly into his desk 


hone rang as I tucked the hand- 

to the closet. It was Marie and 

viting us to come out to their beach 
the evening. 

ld you like to go,” I asked Herbie. 

my hand over the mouthpiece of 


hone because I did not want Marie to 


tart reply I expected. He was ly- 
e couch, a cigarette smoldering in 
He was not 


id, his eyes closed. 
but he did not answer me for a full 


ls all right,” he finally said. “I'll 

some things and we'll find a 
id spend a few days at the beach. 
icer than staying around this fun- 
hurt that he would call the house 
painstakingly decorated a “funny” 
ut I told Marie we would be down 


er and began packing beach 
Herbie never moved a nerve. 
bother to put my swimming 


I'm not going near the water,” 
from his comfortable. reclining 
on the couch. And when I had 


| packing. he arose and said, “I'll 


the car out of the garage, you bring 


ve to the seashore in almost com- 


plete silence, my ripped and shredded feel- 
ing forbidding me to speak lest I scream 
my hurt and dismay. 

Carl was spreading gravel on his drive- 
way when we drove up, and Herbie stopped 
our car just short of his wheelbarrow and 
shovel. They greeted each other like true 
old friends and I sauntered into the house 
to talk to Marie. For hours the men re- 
mained outside in heated and animated 
conversation. At regular intervals they 
would burst into uproarious laughter like 
men always do when telling each other 
shady jokes. Marie and I sat in the kitch- 
en nibbling at the food that was to have 
been our supper but which had long since 
grown cold. 

When the men finally came into the 
house. Herbie insisted on having a drink 
before eating, then bellowed, “You girls 
are learning how women should act. That's 
right, you should have gone ahead and 
eaten, so the men can have their food in 
privacy. That’s the way it is over there. 
you know.” 

Marie looked at me in amazement but I 
ignored her glance. I had not told her 
about how Herbie had changed and I did 
not intend to. We left the men to their 
bottle and cold food and went for a walk in 
the twilight. 

When we returned. both Herbie 
Carl were on Cloud Seventeen, still howl- 
ing with masculine delight at the tales 
Herbie was telling. 

“It’s getting late. darling,” I to 
Herbie, “don’t you think you ought to find 
us a motel and get the luggage out of the 
car. There isn’t room here for overnight 
visitors and if we don’t get a place to sleep 
soon, we'll have to drive all the way back 


and 


said 


home.” 

Herbie looked up at me with a smirk on 
his face. 

“You do it.” he said. 

Even Carl sobered up at his statement. 
Marie was so surprised she dropped her 
cigarette on the floor. I was too startled 
to speak. 

“Hey, you’re going to set the house 
afire,” Carl yelled, trying to relieve the 
tension. “Come on sweetie.” he said to 
Marie, “come out into the kitchen and let 
me mix you a drink.” He was merely try- 
ing to give us a few minutes alone to settle 
our apparent difference. 

“Yeah—another drink.” Herbie lisped. 
“Mix me one—a double. A man always 
needs a little toddy to preserve the body.” 

“No, Carl,” I said, “Herbie’s had 
enough. We’re going. I think we'd better 
go right home. Herbie doesn’t feel well.” 
I tried to explain his actions away. 

“Who are you to tell me when I’ve had 
husband roared at me. 


enough,” = my 


“That’s the trouble with you women, you’re 
so bossy, don’t know your place. I'll fix my 
own drink.” he said. stumbling toward the 
kitchen. 





Marie and Carl stood aside, keeping ou 
of our domestic squabble like the discreet 
people they always were. I whispered to 
them that I would take care of him, but jt 
took a horrible scene to get him into the 
car and headed home. 

It was then that he insisted on driving 
like a hell-bent demon and I realized that 
the life he had led overseas had wrecked 
my marriage. 

Walking along the deserted suburban 
streets that morning, now over a year ago, 
I realized that the strain of war service 
under great danger, the frustration of leay. 
ing his private practice when he was doing 
so well, the separation from a new mar. 
riage and the torment of taunts from other 
men about the fidelity of the women all of 
them left behind had been too much for 
Herbie. 

He had shown a weakness to which few 
good women ever succumb. He had ob. 
viously sought solace in the arms of the 
women available to him and he had been 
flattered and changed by the primitive. un- 
emancipated way they had treated him. 

Obviously, there could be no further life 
for me with him. 

Instead of going home where I knew he 
would be stretched out on the couch ready 
to shout more orders at me, I went to a 
hotel, flung myself across the bed and cried 
myself to sleep. 


W' 


out 
In 


WERE divorced very quickly. with- 
any further arguments or scenes. 
the office, Herbie spoke 
straightforwardly. “I guess I just don’t 
want to be married,” he said. “not any- 
more, that is.” 

He never said he did not love me. and | 
never say I do not still love him. The year 
I have spent alone since our divorce has 
been miserable and I have wished a mil- 
lion times that we could have remained 
man and wife. But no marriage can survive 
when there is doubt in the minds of the 
partners. T am sure I could have forgiven 
Herbie whatever he did in Korea. but | 
could never cleanse his thoughts of what 
he suspected I did while he was away. | 
also could never have cleansed his mind 
of his Korea-found idea of a wife’s place 
in a husband’s world. 

Of course, there are hundreds of other 
women who have faced this same dilemma. 
And there will be thousands more before 
the world knows peace and the men in our 
armies all come home to stay. 

I pray that all of the other wives who 
face having the foundations of their mar- 
riages undermined by the long separations 
that the army imposes on two people in 
love will be able to pick up the threads and 
reweave a life of true love. There are 
more couples who do it than there are who 
don’t. 

I couldn't. 


lawyer’s 


THE END 
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ESTERDAY it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
¥. and wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “‘toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth .. . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 

The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 


Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 
Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
you can strike back 


tomorrow. 
Remember: Cancer 

canstrike anyone. But AM ER CAN 

hard with your dol- 

lars. Send your gift to CAN OF = 

CANCER in care of 

your local post office. G () « ETY 
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ell we keep the world’s peace depends 
n how well we keep the world’s people. 


at injustices, if inequalities in health, 
» education exist anywhere...we all face 


ant threat to peace. 


19 Specialized United Nations agencies 
nternational organizations work around 
orld to eliminate these inequalities, to 


nish these basic causes of wars. 


activities...plus the more publicized po- 





litical discussions... make the United Nations 
mankind’s last great instrument of survival. 


Be an ambassador of the United Nations 
in your neighborhood. Our government— 
officially and actively—supports the United 
Nations, but it is your good will and under- 
standing that is its best guarantee of con- 
tinued success. To receive the informative 
free pamphlet, “The UN in Action,” write: 
United States Committee for the United 
Nations, Box 1958, Washington 13, D.C. 
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Runaway From Love 


(Continued from Page 29) 


don’t mind. But you just didn’t seem to be 
including me in your thoughts.” 

How right he was. I thought to myself. 
Then I lied to him: “Don’t be silly. Of 
course you’re in my thoughts. I’m always 
thinking of you.” 

“Always?” he asked. 

“Sure. Why not?” 

He looked at me as if he doubted me. but 
the half-smile on his face told me he wasn't 
going to make an issue of it. I leaned over 
and gave him a kiss—the kind that women 
vive a man when they feel a kiss will make 
up fer everything that is left unsaid. 

“Go ahead and take another swim.” I 
urged him. “It'll start getting cool shortly 
and we'll have to go. You go ahead. I'll be 
all right. Just let me lay here and soak up 
some more of that good ’ol California sun- 
shine.” 

“OK.” he said. and got up and trotted 
off toward the ocean. 

T lav back in the sand and gazed up at 
the endless stretch of sky. broken only 
occasionally by patches of clouds in the 
distance. Nearby. covys of seagulls soared 
gracefully overhead. then glided gently. one 
hy one. fo earth to forage among the scraps 
of food left by some untidy beach pic- 
nickers. My mind went back to another 
day much like this one when my husband. 
Wade Hampton. and I had had an outing 
at Detroit’s Belle Isle beach. I had been 
happy then, confident that my future was 
secure. certain that life would go on for us 
undisturbed and that we could live out our 
vears gracefully. World War II was be- 
hind us. Wade had gone through Tuskegee. 
had learned to fly, and had come home 
after 60 missions with the 99th in Italy 
without much as a scratch. It 
didn’t matter that he had remained in the 
reserves as long as I had him home. That’s 
what did count. Or at least I thought so. 

Then it happened. The war in Korea. I 
mean. T sensed the terrible news the day 
the telegram came for Wade. telling him 
that he would have to report for active 
duty. T pretended that it would only be 
for a little while. but my woman’s in- 
tuition told me differently. I knew deep 
down inside me that this recall to active 
flying status could mean pressing Wade’s 
luck too far. I tried not to show what I 
felt when I kissed him goodbye for the last 
time. but I’m sure he must have known my 
real feelings. There was that look on his 
face as he told me not to worry and held 
me close. But I couldn’t help feeling that 
this time it would be different. Before. we 
The newness of Negroes 
heing in the Air Force held a certain kind 
of glamor for everybody and I was proud to 
he a pilot’s wife. It gave me a thrill many 
times there at Tuskegee to watch him up 
there in the sky putting his plane through 
maneuvers with the other cadets or to spot 


even so 


were younger. 


his plane flying with his squadron in pre- 





It meant something to me 
because 
what he was doing made sense. It had 
meaning for a wife just to know that her 
husband was doing what he could for his 


cision flight. 
as it did with everybody. [ guess 


country. 

But the Korean thing didn’t 
feeling the same way. Even the newspapers 
didn’t call it a real war. that is they didn’t 
refer to it the same way they did World 
War II. They called it “a police action,” or 
something like that. 

But whatever it was. regardless of what 
they called it. it was still war to me and 


leave me 


there were only two ways of coming back 
from it: either you came home alive or you 
cot killed. And my husband didn’t come 
back from this one. 

Sure. I had grown accustomed to living 
alone. but always there was hope. There 
was a future. There was a feeling that each 
day would bring us closer to being together 
There letters. There 
phone calls. 


again. were were 


And each 


I cried 


But now there was nothing. 
day was worse than the one before. 
myself to sleep at night. knowing that the 
love and companionship I had once found 
in a hushand could not be mine any more. 
I knew what it was to be lonely in the worst 
kind of way. I felt myself reaching out in 
the night. touching the cold. crisp pillow 
and then waking up suddenly to the grim 
reality of being terribly alone and lonely. 

It was because of this that I began to 
force myself to begin to go out among peo- 
ple. to try to find the companionship I had 
lost. even if it meant sitting near someone 
in a bar. walking in crowds, or talking to 
strangers, 

That how I meet 


was happened to 


“Puffy.” His real name was Frank Walters. 


but everybody called him “Puffy” because 
all the vears of fast money and high living 
showed up in his waistline. He was still 
good-looking in a middle-aged sort of way. 
but the combination of his hefty middle 
and the way he sort of huffed and puffed 
whenever he moved about in a hurry had 
earned for him the quaint nickname. 

He had come into the Flame Bar one 
night when I had gone there because of 
nothing else to do. and had told the bar- 
tender to bring me a drink as I sat there 
alone. It wasn’t long before he was sitting 
beside me and asking the usual questions 
that men ask when they find a woman out 
alone. 

“You waiting for someone?” he had be- 
eun. Then when I said “no.” he seemed 
to relax a little and settled himself on a 
stool beside me. 

“Funny I’ve never seen you around here 
much.” he said thoughtfully as if trying to 
remember if he really had. 

“T guess that’s because I haven’t been 


| 
| 



















UNKENNESS 


= DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 

- Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
ness. Break the Drinking Cycle 
QUICKLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 


from liquor. May 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 


alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. One happy ALCOREM user writes: 
‘“*PLEASE SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 
ALCOREM AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHO IS A. 
HEAVY DRINKER. | BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send... 

FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 

T DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
Pay postman $8.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
90c in C.O.D. and postage, send $8.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS -. DEPT. E-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 

Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC Co., 49 W.32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 















CANCER’'S 
DANGER 
SIGNALS 


You can do two things to guard 
yourself against cancer: Have an 
annual health checkup. Alert your- 
self to the seven danger signals 
that could mean cancer: 1. Unusual 
bleeding or discharge. 2. A lump or 
thickening in the breast or else- 
where. 3. A sore that does not heal. 
4. Change in bowel or bladder hab- 
its. 5. Hoarseness or cough. 6. Indi- 
gestion or difficulty in swallowing. 
7. Change in a wart or mole. If 
your signal lasts longer than two 
weeks, go to your physician. Give 
him the chance to give you the 
chance of a lifetime. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY g® 








around here much,” I told him. “As a 
of fact, this is my first time in here 


in ove! three years.” 

“Oh?” he said. and one eyebrow shot 
up. “Why so long?” 

“Well—. Well it’s a long story, and one 
[ wouldn’t care to go into at the moment.” 


“OK. OK by me. No harm meant. Just 
curious, that’s all.” 

I smiled and sipped my Scotch and soda. 
‘Tell me.” he went on. “How is it that 
tive young woman like you just 
to be here, not waiting on anybody 
it just being here—and alone.” 

oo. is a long story,” I laughed. 

H ight for a moment. then asked: 
[s there anything about you that we can 
t that is not a long story?” 
ed again. “Oh sure, I suppose, but 
ve have to talk about me?” 

Maybe I'd like to know more about 
said, smiling. 
rl s not much to know.” [ said. “I’m 
id Detroit’s my home, and—” 
You? A Widow?” he interrupted. 
*T answered. 


Well, so—. 


B re so- I mean 
oe?” | offered. 
That’s it. How come?” 
\ that too is part of the long story. 
Se [ mean? Why don’t we just be 
Huh?” 
‘OK. OK.” he repeated himself, but I 
i he wasn’t satisfied at leaving the 
there. 
who you are.” I said after a 
Your name gets around quite a 


O He stopped to light a cigarette. 
t who am |?” 
You’re—.” 
OK. It’s not that hard to say. I’m 
’ Walters. the numbers racketeer. 


\ ou’re 


vhat you’ve heard?” 
[ said sheepishly. “But I didn’t 
1 to think that, well—. I mean 

1 make it sound.” 
does it sound? Like some- 
and low—and not exactly in 
egister? Well. maybe it does. 
cheap. Maybe I’m not the 
But there’s one thing I do 
least I'm an honest whatever I 
of these so-called ‘business 
e heard about are doing just as 
as I am. except for one thing: 
the law on their side. And if 
know the truth I can’t see any 
people playing a few pennies, 
dollars. if they want to—on a 
me than there is in going to a 
ind betting two dollars on a 
ing stock on the stock market. 
I gambling is gambling whether you 
shoe shine parlor or over a tele- 
stock broker’s office.” 

\ ht, all right,” I shushed him. 
eed to preach me a sermon. 
I dor e any feelings about it one way 
So you’re a racketeer. So the 
is an insurance company vice- 
n undertaker. Thevy’re all the 


same to me. You just happen to do your 
gambling from day to day or week to week; 
they do theirs when somebody dies then try 
to see who comes out ahead. So a fleece 
is a fleece. They do theirs one way; you 
do yours another. It all comes out the 
same.” 

Puffy smiled. “You’re a pretty smart 
girl,” he said dryly. “How’s about me 
taking you home when the show’s over?” 

“You don’t have any attachments?” I 
asked. 

He shook his head. “Not tonight. I’m 
on the town. You know how it is.” 

And that’s the way it was. That was our 
first meeting. I hadn’t expected much to 
come of it. but somehow we seemed to be 
drawn together. He began calling me in 
the days that followed, and soon he was 
coming by to see me almost regularly. I 
tried not to pry into his business, because 
I felt that if there was anything he would 
want me to know he would tell me. I ac- 
cepted him for what he was, and I expected 
him to do the same by me. It wasn’t the 
kind of relationship you could call a serious 
love affair, yet he filled a void in my life 
that had been suffering from lack of affec- 
tion. He was gentle, and kind, and atten- 
tive. And God knows a woman really 
thrives on this. 

I tried not to show how I really felt about 
him. I knew that a woman shows her weak- 
ness that way when she lets a man know 
this. But try as I did, IT couldn’t really 
hide what was deep inside me. In spite of 
his extra heft. he had a charm about him 
that almost turned me to putty in his hands. 
He could look at me and I'd feel weak. 
He could hold my hand. and they'd begin 
to sweat inside. And if he kissed me. I'd 
almost melt. 

The game we were playing was no difler- 
ent than the game all men and women play. 
He was a man and IT was a woman. For 
most women, time is usually on their side; 
for most men. patience is their trump card 

and if they play it right they can pick 
up all the marbles. 

“Puffy” picked up his one night he hap- 
pened to drop by late after making the 
rounds of a few night spots. I hadn’t been 
expecting him, but when he called to say 
he was coming by I told him OK. I was 
still in my negligee when he arrived. and 
since it had been a hot night, asked him 
to give me his coat as I led him into the 
living room while I went to see about the 
coffee I had started brewing in the kitchen. 
When T came back, he had tuned in one 
of those late-night dise jockey programs 
on the radio and I settled beside him with 
the tray of coffee, cups, cream and sugar. 

“And what brought about this late 
visit?” I asked, pouring the coffee. 

“Nothing.” he said hoarsely and cleared 
his throat. “Do I have to have a reason for 
wanting to see you? I was just out—and 
got to thinking about you—and decided I 
wanted to see you. That’s all.” 

I smiled at him, stirred the sugar in his 
black coffee and offered it to him. He took 
it and set it on the coffee table before us. 


“You thought about me?” I said, teasing. 

“Sure. What’s wrong with that?” 

“Nothing. Only I didn’t think a man 
like you had time to think about anything 
else except business.” 

He laughed. “Well, you know what they 
say: All work and no play makes Jack 
damned dull. And I don’t want to be 
Jack!” 

We both laughed. The joke was a little 
corny, too over-worked to really be funny, 
but he seemed to be in a good mood, and 
I was happy to see him again. So what if 
it was an old, tired joke? It had brought 
us a little laughter and I felt in a gay, 
light mood. 

“Puffy” slipped his arm about my shoul- 
ders and drew me closer to him on the 
sofa. Neither of us said a word for a mo- 
ment. I sipped my coffee. He sat, staring 
quietly at me, a wry smile playing at the 
corners of his mouth. 

“You're a cute kid.” he said after a 
while. “I like you. You’re good for me.” 

I didn’t say anything. I just sat there 
listening to the radio. turning over in my 
mind the words to an old Billie Holiday 
recording of The Man I Love. 

{nd he'll be big and strong, the 
man I love 

. . . And when he comes my way 

... Pll do my best to make him stay 

“And who is the man you love?” “Puffy” 
said, breaking the silence again. 

“You, silly.” I said, teasing. 

“Then let’s find out.” he said quickly. 
drawing me still closer to him with the one 
arm he had about my shoulders and tak- 
ing my cup of coffee with the other. 

In one single motion he had gathered 
me up in his arms and his lips came down 
hard against mine. They were slightly 
moist, and soft, and warm, yet firm and 
determined—experienced in the art of ae- 
complishing what they desired. I could 
feel myself yielding to his touch, tingling 
to his embrace. I wanted to pull away, to 
brake the surge of emotion that swept over 
me, but the tide was too great. The more 
I pushed against his steel-like arms, the 
more I could feel myself weakening. en- 
raptured with the sheer intoxication of 
bliss, quickened with the passionate desire 
of a yearning love that had gone too long 
unattended and unfulfilled. 

In the night quiet I could hear the dis- 
tant sound of a late hour streetcar clanging 
to a stop. The radio seemed to grow softer 
to the low strains of Duke Ellington’s or- 
chestra playing Mood Indigo. 1 could feel 
my own heartbeat quicken, then grow 
faster, responding to his gentle caresses. 
Every nerve of my being seemed to become 
vibrant, poised, tuned to the rhythmic pul- 
sations of love that had come into bloom 
again. Then suddenly I was being borne 
on the crest of rapturous surrender . . . 

I stood inside the door a short while later 
as “Puffy” got ready to leave. I felt a little 
ashamed, I guess, and I showed it as I 
tried to avoid letting his eyes meet mine. 
He must have sensed how I felt, for he, too, 
seemed a litthe awkward, not as much at 
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ease as he had been at other times when 
I had seen him. 

“Guess I'll say goodnight,” he said final- 
ly. “Got a busy day tomorrow. I left some- 
thing for you on the coffee table. You take 
it and go shopping. Buy something real 
nice for yourself. OK?” 

I nodded and lifted my face a little as 
he leaned forward to kiss me goodnight. 

When he was gone. I walked over to the 
table and picked up the piece of folded 
green he had left there. It was a crisp 
$100 bill. I thought to myself that this 
seemed to be a little cheap, me accepting 
his money. But then I reflected for a mo- 
ment and decided it was no more than ac- 
cepting any other kind of gift from a man. 
He wanted me to have something nice, and 
he had paid for it. That’s all there was 
to it. 

In the weeks that followed “Puffy” and 
I began to see more and more of each 
other, usually at my place. I saw nothing 
wrong with that because I understood that 
in the world he lived in women could some- 
times be a complication. I accepted this, 
told myself that this is the way things 
would have to be between us, until one day 
I received a strange phone call. It was a 
woman’s voice, low and husky, on the other 
end of the line. She was brief, shocking. 
and to the point. 

“You don’t know me,” she began, “but 
my name’s Paula. I just called to tell you 
that it looks like we’ve been playing a 
three-handed game and you just came out 
on the losing end—as of this moment.” 

“Why—what do you mean?” I asked, 
feigning innocence. 

“You know what I mean, sweetie. You’re 
been picking your tomatoes in somebody 
else’s garden, and I just thought I'd let 
you know that the harvest is over. Got it? 
You let “Puffy” Walters alone. or I'll fix 
that pretty little face of yours so he won’t 
want to see you again. Does that spell it 
out for you?” 

“Why you—,” I started to tell her off. 
but the click on the other end told me she 
had hung up. 

All that day I thought about that phone 
call and could hardly wait until “Puffy” 
came to see me that night. When he finally 
did show up, I waited until T thought I 
was calm enough then brought the matter 
to him directly. 

“Do you know someone named Paula?” 
I asked. 

He frowned for a moment, then looked 
directly at me. “Yeah,” he said dryly. 
“Sure. I know Paula. 
Why'd you ask?” 

“She called me today.” 

“Oh?” He frowned again, then paused 
for a moment as if waiting for me to con- 
tinue. 

“And—?” 

“Well, she seems to know you very well,” 
I said evenly. “As a matter of fact she 
threatened me.” 

“Oh? She did?” Then he laughed. 


someone named 


“This is no langhing matter. ‘Puffy,’ ” I 


said almost angrily. “Who is she? And 
what is she to you?” 

“Well, it’s one of those long stories—like 
you mentioned once to me, remember? But 
I'll try to tell it to you in a nutshell. She 
backed me when I first got started. She 
put up all the money—everything. Then 
she set up an apartment—and., well 

“And you're still with her?” 

“Well Yeah—in a way. We sort of 
separated, but I see her once in a while.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me this before 
now?” | asked. 

“IT don’t know. I figured things would 
work themselves out. I figured that with 
enough time I could tell you all about it 
so you would understand it better. I guess 
I was wrong. I hadn't figured on Paula 
doing anything like this.” 

“So what are you going to do about it 
now?” 

He thought for a moment. “I don’t know. 
[ can try to reason with her. But I know 
she'll only make trouble. She’s not the 
kind who can be put down so easy.” 

Things didn’t go too well between us all 
that evening. I was cool and indifferent to- 
ward him, and he was sullen and quiet. 
He left after a little while with a promise 
that he would try to straighten things out. 

He probably did try, but matters only got 
worse. Paula’s phone calls became more 
frequent and more threatening. And the 
more I pleaded with “Puffy” to try to bring 
this to an end one way or another, the 
more heated the arguments between us be- 








“This make-up base gives me self-assurance 


** Meeting all kinds of people in my 
work, I must be prepared for 
critical eyes. Since I have changed 
to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream, I know that my make-up is 


fresh looking and neat at all times.” 


Houston, Texas 


came. My nerves were wearing to a ragged 
edge, and I became so jumpy that some- 
times I would find myself waking up in the 
middle of the night. imagining I could hear 
her rasping voice, cursing and vilifying me. 
It wasn’t too long afterwards that I decided 
to get away from it all, to take a trip— 
head West, maybe. for a change of scenery. 

That’s how I came to meet Tommy. He 
was fun for awhile, and helped to take my 
mind off things back in Detroit. But I 
knew it was no use, trying to build some- 
thing between us that was not there on my 
part. It would be too unfair to him. I real- 
ized this more than ever when I finally got 
around to telling him all that had hap- 
pened to me in Detroit. 

“Puffy” has written and he has tele- 
phoned, saying that he has talked things 
over with Paula and that he plans to move 
out here, but it’s always what he plans to 
do and what’s going to happen. 

And what good would ever come of it 
all? In a few years I would be in the same 
spot Paula is in now—trying to hold on to 
a man that was never truly mine. 

And so I have consigned myself to a 
world of lost women—the women who love 
foolishly, and through that foolish love find 
themselves ruined forever. 

I have seen too much of love to ever 
really love again; too much of life to ever 
really live again. My sole companions now 
are loneliness and my conscience—com- 
panions I must live with the rest of my 


days. THE END 
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Born To Sorrow 


(Continued from Page 27) 


There were voices behind the 

[ couldn’t pick out Cliff's clear 

[ went to my peep hole, to see who 
there. I almost fell backward as 
yvself looking into a brown eye. 


In t a moment Cliff appeared above the 
He was laughing and I laughed 

witl It seemed so good to have some 
igh with. Mom was always busy 

ind dad was always too tired at night to 


Where’ve you been all morn- 
ing? I’ve been watching for you.” 
[ noticed.” I said. “I’ve been talking 

to 1 liom.” Then in a sudden burst of 

idence I went on, “About an operation 
I’m to have when I’m eighteen.” 

When will that be?” Cliff asked. 

[ll be seventeen my next birthday, Feb- 
y 15,” I answered. 

the right age for me,” Cliff said 
bold] “T’ll be eighteen in December. 
Then he frowned, “You don’t look sick.” 
The hief in his eyes deepened. “You 
right pretty to me.” 
ny face getting warm. That was 
compliment I had ever gotten from 
1 be Just then another dark head ap- 
peared beside Cliff. “My kid brother, 
Mike Cliff said. 

Hello Mike.” I acknowledged the in- 
Mike let out a yelp. “Ouch! My big feet 
cut in half the hard way.” He 
lropped from sight. 
are you standing on?” I asked 


— 


‘Tl trash barrel.” Cliff told me. “It 


t p through shoes and Mike is bare- 


Too bad that peek hole isn’t larger so 
talk through there.” I suggested 
it mewhat guilty conscience, for I 


this was forbidden. 

That’s an idea. Let’s make a larger 

folk wouldn’t care if I took out a 

board. How about it?” His eyes were beg- 

ing me to say yes. 

[ hesitated. “Could we fix it so no one 

| know?” 

Sure, that’s simple. I'll show you.” He 

lown and in just a few minutes I 

heard t ound of nails being pulled and 

soo e hoard was being lifted out. There 

stood Cliff. with Mike peeking around him. 

Cliff was taller than I had thought. 

With a big grin and a wide sweep of his 
indicated the gap in the fence, 

“Will come into my parlor?” 

a t allowed to leave the yard or 
have kids in, but we can talk,” I said 
brightly. hoping he wouldn’t be discour- 
y refusal to enter his yard. 

Nothing daunted, Cliff dropped to the 
ground in front of the gap. 

Br * a cushion, so the grass wouldn’t 


o 
40 


stain my best dress. I sat down on my side. 
We sat there looking at each other and 
suddenly Cliff's grin spread and we were 
both laughing. 

That broke the ice and I 
tranced while Cliff told me about himself 
and his future plans. He was going to fin- 
ish high school in February. then start 
with the telephone company. He was al- 
ready working on Saturdays. 

All too soon, Mom 
Ann.” 

“This will be our secret 
Cliff said as he rose to replace the board. 
“T love talking to you. Guess it’s because 
you're such a good listener. Most girls 
want to talk about themselves.” 

“Good night Cliff,” I said softly. lest 
mom might be on the back porch waiting 
for me. I was so excited I had to compose 
myself before entering the house. The rest 
of the summer promised to be real inter- 
esting if I could conceal our meeting place. 
Mom’s baking business had increased so 
much that it kept her busy most of the 
time. My part was to do the housework 
and when that was finished, I was free. 
Free to talk to Cliff! 

Though I always carried a book when I 
went out to the yard. I did very little read- 
ing the rest of the summer. Soon Cliff was 
coming through the fence and we spent 
hours just lolling on the grass talking. 
Sometimes we would play ball over the 
fence, keeping track of the misses. If I lost 
I was to pay with a kiss. T’'ll never forget 
my first kiss. 

Cliff slipped his arm lightly around my 
waist and his warm soft lips met mine. I 
felt new life surge through me and I 
tingled all over. Cliff’s arms tightened and 
suddenly I had to be free. I broke his hold 
and backed away from him. 

“T do believe that’s the first time you’ve 
ever been kissed.” Cliff said. 

I nodded. not wanting to talk about it. 
Cliff sensed my reluctance and changed the 
subject. As time went on. my moods 
seemed to concern Cliff. Sometimes when 
he held my hand. I liked the touch of his 
hand on mine. Other times. I felt that old, 
odd sensation that had been part of me as 
long as I could remember. Then T would 
pull away impatiently and do something 
active. But we were always careful to stay 
behind the bushes. so mom wouldn't see us 
if she came to the back door. 

This was the first time T had ever kept 
anything from Mom and I felt pretty guilty. 
I told myself I wasn’t doing anything that 
could hurt me. I had always played ball 
and no one had forbidden me to talk. But 
I knew deep down in my heart. from the 
way mom had guarded me that she wouldn’t 
approve. I was so happy having some one 
to talk with, that I couldn’t have done any- 


listened en- 


called, “Supper, 


” 
rendezvous. 





thing to spoil my afternoons wit iff. 


7 E DIDN’T SEE EACH other so often 
after school started. I didn’t realize 
until then how much I would miss our daily 
visits. Life resumed its familiar dull rou- 
tine. Nothing to do but study and read, 
Read and study. Sometimes I wondered 
why my eyes didn’t fall out of my head, 
(bout the middle of December. I began 
to wonder how I could get a birthday pres. 
ent for Cliff without mom knowing about it, 
In the end it was she who made it easy for 
me, by giving me ten dollars with which 
to buy my Christmas presents. We drew 
names in our family, so I had three to buy; 
mom, dad, and cousin Lorraine. I could 
cut on her present and get something for 
Cliff. When dad took me shopping. he 
walked a few steps away so I could select 
his present. I knew Cliff could use a new 
wallet, so I bought two and had them sift 
wrapped, hiding Cliffs in my purse. 

I had told Cliff I wanted to say “Happy 
3irthday” to him, so on the afternoon of 
the 19th, he was removing the board when 
I came out. We sat down and I handed 
him the package saying, “Happy Birthday, 
Cin.” 

“Just what I wanted,” he exclaimed 
when he opened it. He turned to me. As 
our_eyes met, his smile faded. Taking my 
hands in his, he drew me to him so quick- 
ly that I lost my balance and fell against 
his chest. 

His lips met mine and suddenly a elow- 
ing urge made me kiss him as avidly as I 
could. We clung, mouths merged. until I 
had to draw away to get my breath. He 
drew my head down to his lap and sat 
looking down at me in a different way than 
I had ever seen in his eyes before. “Ann.” 
he whispered softly. “I think I love you.” 

“T think I love you too,” I whispered 
back. 

At that, he gathered me up into his arms 
again and his mouth found mine. Our 
bodies seemed to flow into one. [T was sick 
with the eagerness that filled me. Then all 
at once I sat up abruptly and pushed him 
away. “Cliff, we mustn’t do this.” 

“There’s nothing wrong in kissing the 
one you love,” Cliff said, “especially when 
we're going to be married.” 

“Married!” I said with awe. As quick- 
ly as it had come, the strange mood that 
had made me push Cliff away. departed. 
Then I remembered. “Cliff, I can’t. I have 
to have surgery as soon as the folks have 
enough money saved. Something to do with 
glands, I didn’t understand just what.” 

“I'll take care of you after...” Cliff 
broke off and I saw his eye widen. I turned 
and there stood mom at the corner of the 
hedge. She was grey and her eyes were 
elaring. 

At last she gasped, “Ann! Get into the 
house this minute!” She looked ai the gap 
in the fence, then turned to Cliff who had 
risen and stood in embarrassed silence. 
“You go through that fence and don’t ever 
come on this side again.” 
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“Mrs. Baker,” he protested, “I love Ann. 
We weren’t doing anything wrong.” 

“Ann is not well and she has been for- 
hidden to have people here in the yard.” 
She turned angrily to me. “You knew bet- 
ter.” she accused. Her voice was harsh and 
rasping as though she were in pain. 

“You'd better go. Cliff,” I said. 

Without another word. he went through 
the fence and set up the board. Mom 
turned and walked to the house. I followed 
fearfully. I had known all along that Mom 
wouldn’t approve. even though I couldn't 
understand the reason. 

Mom turned to me in the kitchen. I 
knew she was terribly upset, though her 
color had returned to its normal tan. “Ann. 
I] have tried my best to explain to you why 
we are taking care of you the way we do. 
Now I am going to order you not to see 
that boy again. At least until you have had 
your operation and are completely well.” 
She came and put her arms around me. 
“Try to believe that what we are doing is 
for your good, darling.” 

I burst into one of my few fits of erying 
and ran to my room. I loved Cliff and I was 
sure it was a real love. I didn’t see how 
I could stand the days ahead without see- 
ing him. For several days, I didn’t go out- 
side. I couldn’t stand looking at the fence 
that separated us. When my lessons were 
finished. I would lie on my bed. staring at 
the ceiling and think about Cliff. I won- 
dered if he missed me. Probably not so 
much. IT thought bitterly. since he was free 
to roam around and talk to other people. 
He didn’t know what it was like to be a 
prisoner. 

One day when my lessons were over. 
Mom said. “Ann, you mustn’t stay in the 
house all the time. Just promise that you 
won't let that boy back in the yard again.” 

“IT don’t think you need to worry, after 
the way you barged out there and ordered 
him away. He won’t ever want to talk to 
me or any of my family again,” I told her 
bitterly. 

“I’m really sorry, Ann.” Mom touched 
my arm. but I drew away. even though I 
knew she meant what she said. “Dad and 
I were figuring again last night and we are 
sure we'll have enough money by the time 
you're eighteen. That’s only a year and 
a half away.” Her voice pleaded with me. 

But I was still mad and hurt, so I 
flounced upstairs to my room again. After 
a couple of weeks of my self-imposed sen- 
tence, I couldn’t stand it any longer, I just 
had to get out and absorb some of the sun 
and air. At first I couldn’t go back of the 
hedge; it held too many memories. Finally 
Thad to go back to my accustomed place to 
sit staring at the board that had been my 
gateway to happiness. I wondered if Cliff 
had forgotten so soon? 


HRISTMAS came and went. I couldn't 
put much heart into the holiday season 
and mom and dad seemed to have lost their 
spirit too. We went to church and the only 
thing I enjoyed was getting away from the 
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house. I studied each home as we walked 
long. Some had been painted since I had 
seen them last. The winter rains had made 
the lawns a beautiful velvet green. 
id given up hearing from Cliff again, 
hen one day in January, my attention was 
rawn from my book to a scratching sound 
ir the fence. Eagerly I looked up. A 
nife was moving up and down on “our 
ite lowly widening the crack. Breath- 
ly I waited. It had to be Cliff! It just 
be. Suddenly a paper wrapped ball 
ailed over the fence and dropped at my 





My fingers were all thumbs and my heart 
inding so I felt smothered as I un- 
pped the note. “Dearest Ann: I wid- 
d rack so I could see if you’re there. 
Surely it can’t hurt you to read a letter 
[ hope you’ve missed me as much 
missed you. We went back east for 
I've been trying to catch you 
here every day since we got back. We'd 
etter not try to talk, but toss a letter back. 

PLEASE? All my love, Cliff.” 
[ ran over to the fence and called softly, 
i‘ minute, Cliff.” Grabbing my book, 
the house on the pretense of get- 
ther book. I hid some paper be- 
he pages and stuck a short pencil in 

ket 
Did you finish that one, dear?” Mom 
[ came through the kitchen where 
busy baking cakes. 

ist couldn’t get interested,” I said. 


ror me 


(ht tmas. 


Out of sight of the kitchen, I ran, afraid 
he might get tired of waiting. I scribbled 
hastily, pouring out my loneliness, how 
much I had missed him. Then I tossed it 
over the fence and sat down to wait for an 
answer. My happiness was complete when 
another message sailed over to me. “Be 
out there every day, after four. My job 
is going fine. Have you thought any more 
about getting married? When I’ve been 
with the company six months, [ll get a 
raise, so I can take care of you while we 
save for your operation. That way we can 
be together while we wait. Think it over.” 

Just knowing that Cliff still loved me, 
that he still cared seemed enough for the 
moment. But as time went on I longed to 
see him and his notes too began to take 
on a new note of impatience. But some- 
times when I'd be thinking of his kisses, a 
strange revulsion would fill me. and I’d 
wonder how I ever let him kiss me. Then 
as suddenly as the mood came it would 
pass and our notes no longer filled our 
great hunger to see each other. 

One day Cliff asked me to meet him that 
night after the folks were in bed. “It isn’t 
right for them to deprive you of the com- 
pany of others as they do. You have a 
right to live a normal life.” He wrote. 

When Cliff put it that way, it didn’t seem 
right to me either, so at last I agreed to 
meet him. But I felt very guilty as I stole 
carefully down the stairs and out the back 
door, when I was sure the folks were asleep. 
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Cliff was through the fence waiting for 
me. “Ann, Ann!” he cried softly, “it’s so 
good to feel you in my arms again.” His 
lips met mine and held them until I was 
weak. We sank to the grass still clasped 
in each other’s arms. I was sobbing softly 
from happiness when his lips finally re- 
leased me. I hadn’t realized how much I 
had missed him. His hands caressed my 
hair, my cheek, ran down my arm, brush. 
ing my breast lightly. 

He gave a little groan and buried his 
face in my neck. “Honey. I can’t stand this, 
I want you, all of you. I can’t get along 
with just tossing letters over the fence, 
Let’s run away and get married. I make 
enough for us to live on. We could you 
know, by going out of the state.” 

“But Cliff, I don’t know.” I hesitated 
remembering what was ahead of me. “You 
know I’m not well. I’m supposed to have 
an operation as soon as the folks can 
afford it. Maybe we'd better wait.” 

“T can’t understand how anyone who can 
throw a baseball as straight and as hard 
as you can, is very ill. Do you have pain? 
Where do you hurt?” 

“No place, but Mom says it doesn’t show 
and doesn’t hurt.” I began to wonder if 
Cliff wasn’t right. I had asked myself 
those same questions so very many times. 

Cliff ran his hands down my_ body, 
“You’re perfect darling, as you are. But 
if you have to have some operation. I'll see 
that you get it, and in the meantime we 
could be married.” His lips were nuzzling 
softly at my neck sending queer chills down 
my spine and hot flashes to my face. “Then 
I could love you as I want to. Please, 
darling?” 

I was so confused T didn’t know what to 
answer. I didn’t know if T wanted to be 
married. “Cliff. I'm not sure we should. 
The thought of getting married makes me 
shake.” 

“All girls are nervous about getting mar- 
ried. There’s nothing odd about that. Why, 
one of my cousins got cold feet at the last 
minute and almost refused to go on with 
the ceremony,” he assured me. “The im- 
portant thing is. we love each other and 
want to be together.” He stopped short. 
“You do love me don’t you?” 

“Oh yes, Cliff. yes. Knowing you is the 
most wonderful thing that has ever hap- 
pened to me.” The very thought of losing 
him forever made me panic. “Yes. Cliff, 
we'll be married whenever you want. I’m 
sure mom and dad will forgive me when 
they see how much we love each other.” 
I tried to reassure myself. 

Hurriedly we made our plans. Cliff 
would ask for an extra day off next week- 
end. We would leave Thursday night, drive 
across the line and be married the next 
day. Then after a two day honeymoon, we 
would drive back Sunday night. 


N Y NERVOUSNESS the next two days, 

must have shown. because Thursday 
morning mom said, “Ann, aren’t you feel- 
ing well? Mrs. Schneider said you seemed 
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very nervous and unable to concentrate on 
your lessons.” 

I wasn’t able to look at mom as I said, 
“[ feel all right,” and escaped hastily into 
the living room to begin classes. I was all 
ready except for an opportunity to get a 
suitcase out of mom’s bedroom. I was 
thinking about this when mom stuck her 
head into the living room and said she was 
going down to the store for some choco- 
late. 

I went on reading aloud for a moment, 
then suddenly I realized that this was my 
chance. I asked to leave the room, ran up- 
stairs and took the suitcase to my room. 
I filled up the vacant space on the shelf 
with an extra blanket, then after straight- 
ening my hair, I went back to my studies. 
My last hurdle had been jumped. 

That evening passed in a daze. I didn’t 
know what I ate for dinner, nor anything 
that was said, but at last it was bedtime. 
I said goodnight to mom and dad and went 
to my room. Mom always looked in before 
she went to bed, so I hurriedly changed 
to the dress I wanted to wear, then put my 
cotton nightgown over it. Cramming all my 
things into the suitcase except the night- 
gown, I hid it under my bed. Then tense 
as a violin string, I got into bed and turned 
out the light. 

It seemed ages before the folks came up 
the stairs. My heart was pounding so hard 
I was afraid I might not hear them. Then 
without any warning. one of my strange 
moods came over me. A thousand questions 
entered my mind. I became ill at the 
thought of going to bed with Cliff. I didn’t 
want to be that close to any man. Why 
hadn’t I thought of that before I agreed to 
marry him? I didn’t know enough about 
marriage. Of course mom had told me the 
facts of life when I was the right age, but 
now there seemed to be so many things she 
had left unsaid. So many strange. fright- 
ening thoughts. filled me with a sense of 
helplessness. 

Then Cliff's face flashed in front of my 
mind’s eye and as suddenly as it came the 
mood left. I was breathless with joy and 
excitement when I heard mom and dad 
come up to bed. When I was sure they 
were asleep I carefully pulled the suitcase 
from under the bed, stuffed in the night- 
gown. Then, carrying my shoes I crept 
slowly down the stairs, one step at a time. 
I felt a pull of half fear, half remorse as I 
closed the door noiselessly behind me. The 
memory of mom’s face as she had stood 
watching Cliff and me in the garden, 
flashed before my eyes. I could see Cliff's 
car waiting at the end of the block as he 
had said, so I ran swiftly to him. 

Tossing the suitcase into the back seat, 
he pulled me in beside him and held me 
close for a moment. “Stop shaking, honey, 
we'll be a long way from here before any- 
one misses us.” He kissed me hard and 
the world seemed right and beautiful. 

“I wish it were daylight so I could see,” 
I said longingly as we left the town behind 
us. “I’ve never been out of town before.” 


“We'll start back early Sunday after- 
noon, so you can see some of what you are 
missing tonight. Not that there’s much to 
see,” he added. “This is mostly desert 
country.” 

The road stretched endlessly ahead of us 
in the car beam. In spite of myself I grew 
sleepy. 

“Might as well grab yourself a nap,” 
Cliff said as I yawned. “We have six or 
seven hours ahead of us yet.” He reached 
out and drew me to him, pulling my head 
to his shoulder. 

“T want to stay awake with you.” But it 
felt so good to lay my head on his shoulder 
I left it there. The next thing I knew, it 
was daylight and we were at our destina- 
tion. We stopped for breakfast. then went 
to find a motel. 

Cliff finally decided on one, explaining 
that we were there to get married. The 
man grunted assent, but said Cliff would 
have to show him our marriage certificate 
before night. I went in to dress while Cliff 
waited in the car. then it was my turn to 
wait while he cleaned up. My whole in- 
sides seemed to be quivering as I sat there 
looking around in the early morning sun. 
I was afraid one of my moods was about 
to descend on me so I kept telling myself 
that it was normal. as Cliff had said, for a 
girl to be nervous on her wedding day. I 
kept thinking about Mom and what she 
would think found my room 
empty this morning. I was afraid to think 
about it, for even though I felt her fears 
were foolish. I knew she was really con- 
cerned for my welfare. 

At last Cliff came out, looking so manly 
and sharp in a suit. I had only seen him in 
jeans and work clothes. The ride to the 
minister’s home and the brief ceremony 
seemed like a dream. Only Cliff's kiss at 
the close, was real, Cliff paid the man and 
we went out to the car hand in hand. 

Once seated. Cliff sat and looked at me. 

“Is something wrong?” I said. feeling 


when she 


my hair to see if it was in place. 

“No, I’m trying to realize you’re my 
wife.” He grinned the wide impetuous grin 
that I loved so well. “Don’t you feel like 
a wife?” 

“The only wife I know is Mom. and I 
don’t think I feel like she does.” I told 
him. 

Cliff looked down the street. “Well... 
what shall we do?” 

Panic swept over me. It took all my will 
power to keep from jumping out and 
running. “Do?” I repeated stupidly. 

Cliff put his arm around me and kissed 
me below my ear. “Want to go back to the 
motel or see some of the sights?” 

All at once the last thing in the world 
I wanted to do was return to that motel. 
“Oh, I'd love to see this town.” I said. 
feigning an eagerness I did not feel. 

I read disappointment in Cliff's eyes. 
“Unless you’re too tired to drive.” I added. 

“T don’t feel sleepy now. so let’s go.” he 
said gaily. 

Cliff became interested in the gambling 


tables and we spent hours wandering from 
one to the other. Then after a big dinner. 
we returned to our room. Cliff unlocked 
the door and I started to enter. 

“Hey, wait a minute! You're a bride, 
you know.” 

He picked me up and carried me over 
the threshold. Kicking the door shut be- 
hind him, he dropped me on the bed, keep- 
ing his arms around me. “Happy. darling?” 

“Yes, Cliff.” I answered the eager look 
in his eyes. But I really wasn’t. The but- 
terflies had returned to my stomach and 
my hands were cold. This had all been so 
sudden. I didn’t feel like I really knew the 
boy I was married to. Perhaps I had been 
too hasty. I wriggled out of his arms. “I’m 
thirsty,” I said. “Must have been some- 
thing I had for dinner.” I looked around 
the room. “Wonder what I could use?” 

“There'll be two clean glasses in the 
bathroom.” Cliff smiled. “I guess it will 
take me awhile to realize you’ve never been 
anyplace.” 

Feeling stupid, I went into the bathroom. 
Sure enough, there were two clean glasses. 
each in their own sanitary wrapper. I un- 
wrapped one and drank a glass of water 
slowly. 


V HEN I RETURNED, Cliff was sitting 

stifly on one of the chairs. I realized 
he too was nervous. I wondered if anything 
could fully prepare one for this important 
step in one’s life. 

Cliff rose, “Guess I'd better show the old 
man our certificate or he'll have the cops 
out here.” He rushed out without waiting 
for an answer. 

Opening my suit case, I took out the old 
cotton nightgown, wishing it were a soft 
silk one with lace like I had seen in pic- 
tures. Locking the bathroom door. I un- 
dressed hastily, then peeking out to make 
sure I was still alone. I dashed to the bed 
and crawled in. 

Soon Cliff came in with a sack under his 
arm. “I brought some candy and cokes? 
Want something now?” 

“No, thanks. The water quenched my 
thirst, but you have one.” 

“Maybe later.” Cliff set the sack down. 
Taking his pajamas, he went into the bath- 
room. 

I thought how much smaller and boyish 
he looked in his pajamas. as he came out 
carrying his suit carefully over his arms. 
After hanging his suit in the closet. he 
turned out the light and I felt him slip into 
bed beside me. 

Oh, God, I prayed. please help me. 
Please take away this awful feeling. 
Please— 

But then, when Cliff reached out to take 
me in his arms, I knew my prayers were 
in vain, I felt that same old feeling of 
revulsion, and I was sure I'd die if he 
touched me. I began to shake. and a low. 
almost animal moan came up from deep 
inside me. 

Cliff sat up quickly and said anxiously. 
“Ann. what's the matter?” 
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| at the face I'd known so long 
ht I loved, and he seemed like 
le. repulsive stranger. With a 
led moan. I slid out of my side 
and grabbing my robe. I ran 
ward the bathroom. Once inside, 
losed and locked the door. as if 
hased by the devil himself. 
iinfully. I sank to the floor. I 
Cliff pounding on the door, his 
us. reassuring. 
“what- 
Please 


right. darling.” he said. 
matter. IT understand. 
iway from me.” 
ed I'd better say something. so I 
veakly. “Just let me alone for a 
Cll be okay.” 
sure?” he asked. uncertainly. 
es.” I cried. “just go away.” 
ack the sobs until I heard him 
loor. then I cried quietly. hoping 
t hear. Such a way to spend my 
ight, I thought, hurting and not 
ng why I hurt. I[ wished I was 


[ AWOKE the 


ved and uncomfortable. [ could 


next morning, 
imagine where I was. or why I 
leeping all balled up on a bath 
bathroom. of all places! 
all came back. and my eves 
terror. I realized ('d have to 
ome time or other. Slipping into 
! unlocked the door and went out 
Cliff was dressed. and 
ide. He looked strained. but not 


edroom. 


I’m sorry, Cliff,” I whispered. “I 
yw what happened. I just—I 


you're just a little nervous, 
aid, even managing a reassuring 
tur parents weren’t much help 
ther. keeping you away from life 
Uh—do you think maybe talk- 
ctor would help a bit? I know 
this town.” 
liff. could 1?” 
elp offered. 
ied glad that I was co-operating, 
up the larger bag. he turned 
me saying, “Ill wait for you in 


crateful 


I cried, 


d gone. I quickly dressed. and 
and 
Joining 


sown robe into my over- 


Cliff in the car, I 
him out of the corner of my 
to see if he were angry or dis- 

face was expressionless. and 
long in silence. 

immediately to Dr. Ames’ com- 

and office. Cliff stayed in the 

m. and [ went into Dr. Ames’ 


oung lady, what can we do for 
isked, his fatherly manner im- 
making me feel more comfort- 


ich embarrassment and stutter- 
tim about the awful happenings 
He didn’t seem too 
nodded his head 


rit hef -e 
it perore, 


ist sort of 


every once in a while. I'd expected him to 
censure or berate me. and when he didn't. 
I guess [ really broke down, then. I told 
him everything—all about my _ restricted 
childhood. the operation I was to have. the 
mystery. Dr. Ames looked 
then, and said I should be examined. 

He said nothing during the examination. 
but when I was once again seated at the 
chair by his desk. he turned to me with 
deep pity and concern etched in his face. 

“My child.” he said sadly. “I 
your parents wished to protect you from 
this. but they have done you a grievous 
harm in not telling you the truth.” He 
cleared his throat. and seemed hesitant to 
go on. Then he said. “You have the sex 
organs of both female and male. Ann. In- 
ternally. you are a woman and have the 
Externally. you 


more serious 


suppose 


requisites of a female. 
have the underdeveloped and rudimentary. 
but definitely there. manifestations of the 
adult male. You are a hermaphrodite.” 

If he had killed me. I don’t think the 
moment would have been worse. At first 
I wasn’t sure what he meant. Wasn't every- 
one made like me? I'd never seen anyone 
unclothed—my parents had never let me 
know—. Then a terrible despair took over. 

“Doctor.” my voice cracked. “am [I a— 
freak?” 

“Oh. no.” he said quickly, “this opera- 


tion to which your parents referred will 
enable to live the life of a normal 
young woman, with hormone treatment and 
the proper psychological adjustment.” 

“Doctor!” I said, my voice rising in 
horror. “My husband! I have a husband!” 

[ felt like laughing. then—crazy. hys. 
terical laughter. I felt a kind of mad glee, 
Now I knew why I[ had all of those pulling, 
divided feelings! 

Dr. Ames was saying. “There. there, 
dear. You’l! be all right.” 

I felt his hand on my arm. and the tiny 
prick of a needle. 

“This will help you rest for a little 
while.” he said. leading me to the couch. 

“But. Cliff.” I kept saying. already feel- 
ing dizzy, but warm and peaceful. “I must 
tell Cliff the truth.” 

“Yes. of course,” 
Your parents will have to get an annulment 
for you. Cliff will understand. If his love 
is strong enough. he'll wait. If not, some 
day you'll meet a fine young man. and have 
the opportunity for a new life.” 

Dr. Ames smiled. and I began to feel 
hope again. As the effect of the drug took 
over, and welcome oblivion came. I felt 
thankful. and a fierce hope and certainty 
for the future. 


you 


he said. “but later, 


THE END 
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an opportunity to do the thing that I’ve 
wanted to do most in my life: dance. You 
must remember and understand that for a 
girl to strive and work. work hard to a 
point where she can earn $100,000 a year 
is not an easy thing to give up. Instead. 
I gave “Daddy” up. We neither saw nor 
talked to each other. 

But soon after I learned no amount of 
money could replace the man [ had driven 
out of my life. Suddenly I realized that I 
had to believe in me and my own convic- 
tions and not in the advice and convictions 
of others. It dawned on me that I had to 
live my own life. 

I was miserable. And one day TI went 
running back to “Daddy.” begged him to 
take me back. asked him to forgive me. 
And Daddy forgave me and took me back. 

Still we didn’t go to the celebrated places 
without the third man theme. And when I 
went to Las Vegas. Daddy put a stop to it. 
For The columnists 
started their “you'll lose your career. dear” 
bit. Daddy and I were discussing it when 
suddenly he blurted: “T love you! T want 
to marry you! Why should we let other 
people run and ruin our lives?” 

We haven’t hid since. But then we don’t 
plan to go to Atlanta either. 

T’ll never forget how proud of Daddy 


good. newspaper 


I was when he took me to Harwin’s in 
New York. It’s a place where all the elite 
and society folk go. Daddy was handsomer 


than any prince in fable or fact. He stood 


tall and straight and serene. We stopped 
traffic. 

The only thing that pains me is that the 
public doesn’t really appreciate my hus- 
band. And I am going to do all I can for 
his career, even if it means losing my own 
—and yet I don’t think it means that. 

\fter we came back from honeymooning 
on the French Riviera I kept my promise 
and called a club owner in Denver. “I 
don’t know now.” he said. “You’re Herb 
Jeffries wife now.” 

“So what?” IT answered. “I’ve got other 
engagements waiting. You can call me 
any time in the next three days but not 
after.” 

Next day. he called and said: “T don’t 
know. but Tl take a chance on you.” 

I signed for four weeks. ended up stay- 
ing six. played to SRO crowds and had 
them standing three deep outside. If you 
ask me. all this fear of what happens to an 
interracial marriage is just a lot of bunk. 

In November I started eight weeks at 
the Dunes in Las Vegas—no problems. 
Now “Daddy” is getting ready to produce 
a motion picture called King Of The Hill. 
“Daddy” wrote it. It’s a story about the 
first Emperor of Haiti, Henry Christophe. 

The one guiding philosophy I have about 
this love of mine I learned from my mother, 
who, believe it or not, approves my mar- 
riage. even though she lives in Atlanta. She 
told me: “Take care of your husband in 
every way and he’ll never stray.” 

Daddy isn’t going anyplace. THE END 
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